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EEEEEESIEEEES 5&4” 
TO THE 


STATE of LOVE; 
c 408 "ai 
The Senſes Feſtival, - + 


Sawa Viſion yefter-night * 
Prom co tempt 2 Seeker s- fight © 
I wiſht my ſelf a Shaker there, 
And herquick pulfe my crembling Sphear z p 
I: was a shee ſo glittering bright, 
You'd think herf ſoul an Adamite, 
A perſon of ſo rare a frame, "A 
Her body might be lin'd with' ſame, 
Beauties chirteft Maid of Honour; 
You'd break a*Lent with looking on her. 


R's pay 


- 
F 


Not the faireſt Abbeſs of the skies 1 
Withail her Nunnery of eyes, | | 
Can thew mig ſuch a glorious prize, x 

And yer, becauſe *cis note renown a 

To make a ſhadow $hine, he's Brown ; © 7 L Xs 


A brown for which heaven would diand \ by "1 
The Galaxye, and Rars be tann'd, hed E 
Brown by refleRion, as her eye; X 


Dazels the Summers Ii very , | a \. 
| A3* > 1 > "Ol T4 


w_ , POEMS. = % 
Old'dormant windows muft confeſs, k. 
Her beams cheir gl:mmering ſpeRacles z 
Struck with the plender of her face, 
Do thi office of a burning-glaſs. 
Now where ſuch radianc lighes haveſhown, 
No wonder if her cheek; be grown 
Sun-burnt with luſtre of her own, 
My fight took payybur (thank iny charms ; } 
I now empale her in mine arms, 
(Loves compaſſes ') confining you 
Good Angels to a compals too. 
Is nor the Univerſe ſtrait-lac'c, 
When I canclaſp it in the waſt ? 
My amorousfoulds about theſe hurl:d, | 
With Drake ] compaſs in the World; q 
I hoop the firmament, and naks Fe 
This my embrace the zodiack, 
How would the center take my ſence, 
When admiration doth commence, 
Ar the extream circumference ! 
Now to themeltjng: kiſs that Hps 
The gelley'd Philcxeof her lips 
$o [weet there 1s no tongue can prais't; 
Till cranſutſtantiace with a alle, 
Tnſpir'd like Afwhoxpet from aboyc, 
By qhr* billing of my heay'nly Daye 3 
Loveprints her Signets in her ſmacks, 
Thoſe ruddy drops of ſqueezing wax ; 
Which wereſoever the imparts, ' 
\Fbzy'rePcivy $:4!s ro fak- up hearts, on 
Juy 


PORMS, 
Our mouths encountring at the ſport, 
My ſlippery ſoul had quit the fort, hy 
| But that Che Ropr.the Sally-porr, 
Next co thoſe ſweets her lips diſpence 
As twin-conſerves of eloquence, 
The ſweet perfume her breath affords, 
Incorporating with her words ; 
NoRoſary this votreſs needs, 
Her very ſyllables are beads, 
No ſooner *twixt thoſe Rubies born, 
But Jewels are in Ear-rings worne 
With what delight ourſp:echdoth enter? 
Ic is a kifs o*th'ſecond yenter, 
And Idiſſolye at what | hear, 
As if another Roſamond were 
Couch'd in the Labyrinth of my ear 
Yet that's but a preludiovs bliſs ; F 
Two ſouls pickearing ina kiſs, 
Erbraccs do but draw the line, 
*Tis ttorming that muſt take her in, 
When bodies whine, and viftorie hoyers - 
*Twixt the <quall fluttering lovers, 
This isthe geme make ſtakes ny dear, 
Hark how the ſprightly Chanticlere, 
That B1ron T ell clock of the night,) 
ounds Boot=eſel ro Cupids Knight. 
Then haveart ll, the paſs is got, 
F »r coming off, oh name ir rot + 
Who would not dy upon the ſpot ? 
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'EUSCA:;RA, orthe 
BEE errant. o'Þ 


Now confeRioner, the Bee, ; 


Waole ſuckers are moiſt Alchymie, | 


The (till of his renfiing Mould, 

Minting the Garden'into gold; 

Hiving Tifled all the fields 

Q* wha: dainties Flora yields 

Ambitious now to take Exciſe 

Of a more fragrant Pafadiſe, 

A:my Faſcara's(leeve atriv'd, 

Whereall delicioiis' ſweets are hiv'd, 

The airy Freebooters diltreins 

Firſt onthe 'Yioler of her veins, 

WhoſetinCture eould it be-more pure, - 

His ravenous kiſs. had made 1: bluzr: 

Here did he 6: andeſfence /guatt, 

Till her coy pulſe hadbear tiwoff; 

Tha: pulſe, which te that feels may know 

Whether the world:s long. liy*d or nv; 

The nexc he prey$on his her Palm, 
That Almner of tran{piring Rxlm 1 

So ſofr, *tis air but once remov's, 

Tender as-*;were a gelly 2 oloy'd, 


Here while his canine drone pipe ſcannid 


The Myſtick figures of: her hand. 
He tipples Ny! meſt:y, and dives 
Q-e 21; her torrunes reliing liycs: 


He 
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PRO EM S. 


He bathes inbliſs and finds no odds. . 


B:twixt her NeQtar and the Gods ; 

He pearches now upon her wriſt, 

A proper hawk for ſuch a faſt, 

Making thar fleth his bill of fare, | 
Which hungry Cannibals would ſpare; 
Where Lillies Ina layely brown 
Inoculate Carnation : 

Her Argent Sin with Or ſo ftream*d_ 
As if the milky way: were cream'd 

From hence heto the woodbine bends, | 
That quiyers at her fingers ends, 
That.runs divifions on the chree, 

Likea thick branchjne. Pedigree, 

So *cis not her the Bee deyours, 

It is a pretty maze of flowers 

It is the Roſe chat bl-eds ken he” 
Nibles his nice Phlebe;omy. 

About her finger hedoth cling 

I'cht falhion of s weddipg ring, 


And bjgs his Comadesof the 1» [warm » - 


Crawl on a bracaler, bout her arm, 
Thus when the hoveting Publican | $8 
Had ſuck'd the Taljof al L her ſpan; 
Turning his draughts with drouſy hurrs, 
As Daves catrowſe by K-ttle Dcuims, 
It was decreed that poſie glean'd, 
The ſniall familiar ſhould be wean'd 2 
Ac this the Errants courage quails, 
Ye: aided by his natiye ſails, 
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The bold Columbus ill deſigns 
To find her undiſcovered mines : 


To th Indies of her arm he flies 


Fraught both with Eaſt and Weſtern prizc ; 
Which when he had in vain affaid ; 
Arm'd like a dapper Lanceepreſade, 

Wich Spaniſh pike he broach't a pore, 

And ſo both madeand heal'd the ſore ; 

For as in Gummy trees there's found, 

A ſalve to ifſueat the wound, 

Oftt.js her breach the like was true, 

H-nce trackled: out a Balſome too : 

Bur oh ! What Waſp wav't that could prove 
Ratilias to my Queen of Love ? 

Fhe King of Bces now jzalous grown, 

Left her beams (hould melt his throne : 
And finding that his tribute ſlacks, 

His Burgeſſes and Rate of Wax 

Turn'd to an Hoſpital, the Combs 

Build rank and hle like beads mens rooms, 
And whar they bleed, bur tart and ſowte, 


| Matcht with my Danaes golden ſhowre, 


Live- Honey all, the envious elf 

Stung her, *cauſc ſweeter than himſelf, 
Sweetneſs and theare ſo ally*d, 

The Beecommitred paricide, 
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POEMS. 7 


To 7Julis to expedite her promiſe. 


= *j1s my Doome, Love's under: Shrieve, 
Why this reprieve; 
Way doth my ſhe:-Adyowſon fly 
Incumbency # 
Panting expeRance makes us proye 
The Anticks of benighted Love, 
And wichered Mates when wedlock joyns, 
They're Hymens Monkeys, which be eyes by th* 
To play ( alas ) but ac rebated Foyns, (loyns, 
To ſell thy 1elf doſt crhou intend 
ByCandleend? 
And hold the contra thus in doubr, 
Lifes Tapec ouc ? 
Think but how ſaon the Market fails ; 
Your Sex lives faſter chan the Males, 
As if to meaſure Age*s(pan 
The ſober J=/:an were th: Account of Man, 
Whilſt you live by the fleet Gregorzas, 
Now inc: you bear a Date ſo ſhorr 
|  _ Live double for'r, 
How ean thy Fortreſs eyer ſtand 
If*c be not mann'd? 
The Siege ſo gains ypon the Place, 
Thoul'c find the Trenches in thy face : 
Picy thy ſelf chen, if not me, 
And hold nor ont, leſt ( likes Oftexd) thou be 
Nothing by: Rubbilh at D:liyery, 


8 POEMS. 


The Candidates of Peter's chair 
| muſt plead gray hair, 

'Anduſe the Simony of a cough * 

to help chem off, | 
But when I wo thus oldand ſpent, LT 
I*le wed by will and Teſtament, | 
No, ler us tove-while criſp'J and curl'd 
Are but gay Furlows for another world, 


Tomorrow what thou tender*ft. me, 
; oli is Legacy ; 
Not one of all theſe tay*nous hou:s 

T5  butjhe deyours, (7 
And though thou 11l recxuited be, FAROS 
Like Pelops with ſoft Iyory ; 
Trough thou conſume bug to renew z 
Yet Love, as Lord doth claim a Herriog dues 


That's the beſt} quick thing I canTind of yoo, 


S 


I feel thouart conſenting rips, 

\..-...., byrharſoftgripe, 
And ihoſe regealing chryſal ſphears, 

I hold chy.cears 

Pledges of more diltilling ſwers, 
The Bath that uſhers 3n the ſheets; 
Elſe picus 7a{:a( Angel-wiſe) 
Moves the Fetheſday of her trickling cys 
To cure theTpittle world of maladies. 
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POEMS. 
THE 
HECATOMBE 
T O HIS 


MISTRESSE. 


E dumb ye Beggers of the rhiming Trade, 
Geld the looſe wits,& let the Muſe be ſplaid. 
Charge not the pariſh with the baſtard phraſe 
Of Balm, Elixar, both the India's, 
Of ſhrine, Saint, ſacriledge, and ſuch as theſe 
Expreſſions common as their MiRtreſles. 
Hence ye fantaſtick Poſtillers in ſongs 
My text defeats your Art, ties Natures tongue, 
Scorns all his tinſil'd Metaphers of Pelf, 
Illuſtrated by nothing bur his ſelf. 
As Spiders travel by their bowels ſpun 
Into a thred, and when the race is run, 
Wind up their journy in a living clew, 
So is it with my Poetry and you. 
From-your own Efſence muſt I firſt untwine, 
Then thiſt again each Panegyrick line. 
Reach then a ſoaring quill, that I may write, 
As with a Jacobs Raffe to take the height. 
Suppoſe an Angel dartingthroughtheair; 
Should there incounter a religious prayer. 
Mounting to heaven, that intelligence _ 
Should for a Sundayeſuit thy breath condenſe 
. I1to 


_—_ 


x6 POEMS. 
latoa body.Let me crack a ſtring 

In yenturing higher ; were the note I fing 
Above hcayens Ela, (hould I undeclige, 

And with a deep-mouth Gawmat found agen 
From pole to pole, I could got reach her worth, 
Nor finde an Epithite to {et it forth, 

Metals may blazon common beauties ; She 
Makes pearls and planets humble herauld ry. 

As chen a purer ſubſtance is defin*d, 

But by a hcap of Negatives comban'd; 

A k what a ſpirit is, you'l hear them cry 

It hath no matter, no mortality : 

Socan I not define how ſweet, how fair, 

Oalyl ſay ſhe's nor as others are : 

For what perfe@ion we to others grant, 

Ic is her ſole perfeRtion to want. 

A1l other forms ſeem in reſpe& of thees 

The Almanacks miſhap'd Anatomy, (throat ; 
Where Aries head and face; Bgll neck and 

The Scorprongive the ſccrets ; knees, the Goat; 
A bricf of limbs foul as thoſe beaſts,'or are 
Their name-ſak*d figns in their (trange cha- 

As the Philoſophers to every ſence (raQter, 
Marry it's ot:je&, yet wich ſotne diſpence, 

And graft them a Polygamy withall,” 

And theſe thejr common ſenfibles. they call : 

S9 1s with ber who ſtinted unto none, 

Unites all Sefices in cach ation © 

The ſame beam hears, and Nights; to ſee her well 
Is both co hear and feety'o taſte and ſmel}, 


For 


_ P—=_ aa p—_ 


« a MS a SS 24 £©t I - 


we 


bs 


Jr 


— 


POEMS. i 
For can you want a palate in ybur eyes 
When cach of hers cofitainsa dcuble prize, 
Venw'es apple # can the eyes want noſe, 
When from each check buds forth a fragrant 
Or can the fight be deaf if ſhe but ſpeak, ( Roſe ? 
A well-wn'd face ſuch moving Rhecorick? 
Doth no each look a flaſh of lightning feel, 
Which ſpares the bodies theath,and melts che ſteel? 
Thy foul muſt needs confeſs, or grant thy ſence 
Corrupted with the objeAs excellence, 
Sweet Magick, which can mak: five ſences lie | 
Conjur'd within che circle of an eye 1 
In whom, ſince all the five are intermixty 
Oh now chat Scaliger would prove his fx: ! 
Thou man of mouch that cant notname a She 
Unleſs all nature pay a Subfidie, ; 
Whoſe languageis a Taz-whoſe Muskcat verſe 
Voidsnot but flowers for thy Muſes herſe. 
Fitter than Cel;4's leoks, who ina trice 
Canfſt tate the long difpuced Paradiſe : 
And with Divines hunt with ſo cold a ſceat, 
Can in her boſom find it refidenrt. 
Naw camt aloft, come, come, and breach a yein, 
And give ſome yent unto thy daring ſtrain, 
Say the Aﬀtrologer, who ſpells the ſtars, 
In that fair Alphabet reads peace and wars, 
Miſtakes his globe, and in her brighter cye 
Interprets heaven Phyſiognomy. 
Call her the Meraphyſicks of her Sex, 
And fay ſhe tertures wit, as Duarrans yex 

; Phy. 


12 POEWUMNS. 

Phyſicians: call her the Square circle, ſay 

She is the very rule of 4/ptbra* Lis 

' Whate're you undertakenor, ſay* of her, 

For thac's the way to write her Charafter, 

Say this artd moregand when thou hopſt to raiſe 

Thy fancy fo, as'to inclofe her praiſe « ** 
Alas poor Gotham with thy Coocko hedge, 
Hyperboleys are here bur ſacriledge, | 
[Then rouz up Muſe, what'thou haft zeyeal'& out, 
Some comments clear nor, but increaſe the dotbe; 
She that affords poor Morrals not ai glance, 
Of knowledse, bunt is known by ignorance t 
She that commits a rape on every ſence 
Whoſe breath can countermand a peſtilence, 
She that can: ſtrike the beſt inyention dead, 
Till baffled Poetry hangs down her head + 
She; $he it is; she chat contains all bliſs, 

And makes the world, bur her Periphrafis, 


| 
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POEMS. 13 


UPON 
Sr THOMAS MARTIN 


Who ſubſcribed a warrant thus, 


Wee . the Knights and Gentlemen of the Come 
mittee, &&. When there was no 
"Knight bur:himſelf, 


H Ang out a flag, and father pence a piece 
(Which Africk never bred nor ſwelling 
With tories Timpany) a beaſt ſo rare ' , (Greece 
No Lectures wrought cap,nor Bartholomew fair 
Can macth him; natures whimſey,one ghat out- 
Tredeskin and his ark of Novelties. ('vies 
The Gog andMagog of prodigious fights, | 
With reverence to your eyes, Sir ThomasK nights 
But is this Bigamy of titles due? 

Are you Sir Thomas and Sir Martin too? 

Tſacar conchant*cwixt a brace of Sirs, 

Thou Knighthood in a pair of Panniers, 


bou that look'ſt wrape vp in thy watlike lea= -*3 


Like Valentine & Orſon bound together. Cher, 
Spurs Repreſentaiive!thou thatart able 


To be a Voider to King Arthur's Table 
kV ho ia this facrilegiuns maſs of all, 


ic ſeems ha s (wallowed Y/indſors Hoſpital. 
B Pain 


- 
>» 
"a" 


* \ 
% 
oo o 


FA 
At... 


«-* 
a 


14 POEMS. 


Pair-royall headed Cerberw his Cozen: 

H ercules labours were a bakers dozen. 

Had he but trumpt on thee, whoſe forked neck} 

Might wel have anſwered at the Font for Smeck), . 
But can a Knighthood on a Knighthood lie 2] 

Metall on metall is falſe Herauldry. 

And yet the known Godfrey of Bulloin's coat 

Shines in exception to the Heraulds vote . 

Great ſpirits move not by pedantick laws, 

Their a&ions, though eccentrick, ftate the cauſe 

And Priſcian bleeds with honour:Ceſar thug 

Subſcrib'd two Conſuls with one Fuliws 

Tom never loaded Squire, ſcarce Yeoman high; 

Is Tom twice dipt,Knight of a dcuble Dy? 

Fond man ! whoſe fate is in his name betray'd 

Ic is the ſetting Sun doubles his ſhade ; 

But its no mattee,for Amphibious he 

May have a Knight hanged, yet Sir Tom go free, 


POEMS. 15 


, On the memory of My, Edward King , 
"ny 


CK drown*d in the Iriſh Seas. 
= 7 JFLike not tears in tune, nor do 7 prize 
His artificial greif who ſcans his eyet. 
Mine weep down pious beads,but why ſhould I 
Confine them to the Muſes Roſary? 
I am no Poet here; my Pen's the ſpout, 
C Where the Rain water of my eyes run out, 
"Cf In pity of that Name,whoſe fare wee ſee; 
Thus copied out in greits Hydro graphy: 
.. | The Muſes are not Mair-maids, though upon 
7] His death the Ocean might turn Helicon (one 
4 The Sea's too rough for verſe; who rhimes up- 
With Xerxes ſtrives to fetter the Heleſpont. 
My tears will keep no channel, know no laws 
To guide the ftreames; but(like the waves their 
cauſe ) 
Run with diſturbance, till they ſwallow me 
As a: deſcription of his miſery, | 
But can his (pacions virtue finde a graye F 
Within th* impoſthum'd bubble of a wave ? 
Whoſe learning if we found, we muſt confeſs 
The Sea but ſhallow, and him bottomleſs. 
Could not the winds to conntermand thy death 
With their whole Card of Lungs redeem thy 
Or ſome new Iſland in thy reſcue peep (breath? 
To heave thy reſurre&ion from the deep? 
That ſo the world might ſee thy ſafety wrought, 
With noleſs wonder _ thy (clfe was — 
2 e 
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The famous Stagirite, who in his life 
Had nature as familiar as.his wife, 
Bequeath'd his Widow to ſurvive with thee, 
Queen-Dowager of all Philoſophy ; 
An ominous Legacy that did portend 
Thy fate and Predecefſours ſecond end: 
Some have aftirm?d, that what on Earth we find, 
The Sea can parallel in ſhape and kind: 
Books, arcs and tongues were wanting, but in 
Neptune-hath got an Univerſity, (thee 
Wee'l:dive no more for pearls, the hope to-ſec 
Thy facred' reliques of mortality, - ''- 
Shall welcome ſtorms, & make the ſea-men prize 
His ſhipwcack now, more' than his merchan dize, 
He ſhall' embrace the | waves, and to thy tombe 
As to a Royaller Exchange ſhall come; © 
What can we” now expe? water and fre; 
Both elements our ruine do conſpire; 
And that” difſolves vs which doth us compound 
| _ One Vatican was burnt, another drown'd. 
} = We of the Gown our Libraries muſt tos; 
| To ufiderſtand the greatneſs of our loſs 
Be pupils to our grief,and fo moych grow 
In learning as our ſorrows overflow, 
When” we have fill'd the. Rundfers of our eyes, 
Wee#l iffa*t forth, and-yent ſuch Elegies, 
As that our tears {hall ſeem the Iriſh Seas 
We floating iſlands living Hebrides 


POEMS. 


On theſame 


Fil me no more of Stoicks: canſt thoy tell 
Who'twas, that when the wayes began to 
(well, 

o The Ship to fink, ſad paſſengers to call, 

"2 | [Maſter we periſh] (lept ſecure of all? 

. | Remember this, and him that waking kept, 

iy A mind as conftant as he did that ſlept 

Canft thou give credit to his zeal and love, 

That went to heaven, and to thoſe flames above 

Wrapt in a fiery Chariot? fince | heard 

Z2© | Who'twas that on his knees the Veſſel ſteerd 

With hands bolt up to heaven, fince I ſee 

As yet no (ign of his mortality; | 

Pardon me, Reader, if I ſay he's gone: 

The ſelf-ſame journey in a watry one, 


1$ " _ POEM#8, 
Upon an 
HERMAPHRODITEB 


Ir, or Madam, choſe you whether, 
JNature twiſt'd you both together; 
And makes thy ſoul two garbs confeſs, 
Both pettycoat and breeches dreſs. 
Thus we chaſtiſe the God af Wine 
With water that is feminine, 

Untill the chooler Nymph abate 

His wrath, and fo concorporate 

Adam till his rib was loft 

Had both Sexes thus ingroſt 

When providence aur Sire did cleave, 
And out of Adam carved Eve, 

Then did man * bout wedlock treat, 
To make his body up complear. 

Thus Matrimony (peaks but Thee 

In a grave ſolemnity; 

For man and wife make but one right 
Canonical Hermaphrodite, 

Ravell thy body, and I finde 

In every limb a double kinde. 

Who wovld not think that head a pair 
That breeds fa&ions in the hair? 

One halt ſo churliſh in the couch, 
That rather then endure ſo much, 

It would my tender limbs apparel! 

In Regulus his nailed barre]; 


F 
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POEMS. 


But the other half ſo ſmall. 
And ſo Amorous withall, 
That Cupi4 thinks each hair doth grow 
A frring of his invig*ble bow. 

When I look babies in thine eyer, 

Here Venw there Adony lies 

And though thy beauty be high noon, 
Thy Orb contains both Sun and Moon : 
How many melting kifſes skip 

»T wixt thy male and Female lip? 

'Twixt thy upper bruſh of hair 

And thy nether beards deſpair ? 

When thou ſpeak'ft, I would not wrong 
Thy ſweetneſs with a double rounge: 
But in every ſingle ſound 


[| A Perfe& Dialogue is found? 


Thy breaſts diſtinguiſh one another, 
This is the Siſter, that the Brother. 
When thou joyn'ft hands my ear till fancies 
The Nuptial ſound,l Foh# take Frances: 
Feel but the difference, ſofc and rough, 
This is a gantlet that a Muff: 

Had (ly Ulyſſes at the ſack 

Of Troy brought thee his Pedlars pack , 
And weapons too to know Achilles 
From King Nichomedes Phillis, 

His Plot had fail'd; this hand would feel 
The needle, that the warlike ſteel, 
When muſick doth thy pace advance, 
Thy right leg takes thy lefe to dance, 


B 4 


Nor 


2c | POEMS. 
Nor is't a Galliard danc*d by one, 
But a mixt dance, though alone: 
Thus every heteroelite part 
Changes gender, not the heart. 
Nay, thoſe which modeſtly can mean, 
And dare not ſpeak, are Epiccene; 
That gamſter needs muſt overcome, 
That can play both 7ib and Tom. 
Taus did natures mintage vary; 
Coyning thee a Ph:lip and Mary. 


— 


The Authors 
HERMAPHRODITE, 


Made after Mr. Rando!lph's death, yet in- 
'ſerted into bis POEMS: 


Robleme of Sexes! muſt thou likewiſe be 

As diſpurable in thy pedigree? 
Thou twins in ore, in whom Dame Nature tries 
To.throw Aums ace upon two Dice: 
Werft thou ferv'd up two in one Giſh,the rather 
To (plit thy Sir into a double father 
True, the worlds ſcales are even, what the main 
In one gets place, another quits again, 
Nacure loſt one by thee, and therefore maſt: 
Slice one 12 tWo, to keep her number juſt: 


Flurality 
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Plurality of livings is thy ſtate 
And therefore mine muft be impropriate: 
For, fince the child is mine,and yet the claim 
Is intercepted by anothers name; 
Never did ſteeple carry double truer, 
His is the Donative, and mine the Cure. 
Then ſay my muſe (and without more diſpute) 
Who,fts that fame doth ſuper-inftitute, - 
The Theban Wirttall when he once deſcrier, 
Fove in his rival, falls to ſacrifice: 
| That name hath tipt his horns; ſee or. his knees 
A health to Yans en Kelder Hercules 
Nay ſvblunary cuckolds are content 
To entertain their fate with complement; 
And (hal not he be proud, whom RK andolph daigns 
To quarter with his Muſe both arms and brains; 
Grammercy Goſflip, I rejoyce to ſee 
Shee*th gor a leap of ſuch a Barbary 
Talk not of horns, horns are the Poets creſt; 
For face the Muſes left their former neſt, 
To found a Nunnery in Randolphys quill, 
Cuckold Parnaſſus is a forked hill, 

But ſtay, Pee wak*c his duſt, his Marble ſtirs, 
And brings the worms for his com-ourgators. 
Can Ghoſts have natural (ons ? ſay Og, is't meer, 
Pennance bear date, aftter the winding ſheer? 
Were ita Phenix(as the double kind 
May ſcem ro prove being ther's rwo combin'd) 
It would diſclaim my ri ;ht, and that ic were 
The lawful ifſue ot is athes, ſwear, 


But 
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But was he dead? did not his ſoul tranſlate 

Her (elf into a ſhop of leffer rate? 

Or break up houſe, like an exſpenfive Lord 

That gives his purſe a fob,and lives at board? 

Let old Pithagoras but play the Pimp, (imp; 

And ftill ther's hopes * may prove his baſtard 

But Pme profane; For grant the world had one 

With whom he might contra an union, 

They two were one, yet like an Eagle ſpread, 

I'th* body joyn'd parted in the Head ( Chair, 
For you my brat,thart poſe the Porphry 

Pope obn, or Joan, or whatſoe*ce you are, 

You are a Nephew, grieve not at your ſtate, 

For all the world is illegitimate. 

Mean cannot get a man, unleſs the Suu 

Club to the at of generation, 

The Sun and man get man, thus Tom and1 

Are the joynt fathers of the Poetry, (mine 

For _ leſt ſhade )chis verſe is wale, but 

O*th* weaker Sex, a fancy feminine; 

Wee'l part the child, & yet commit no {| ughter 

So ſhall it be thy Son, and yet my daughter: 


——— 


To the HECTORS, upon the unfor- 
tunate death of H, COMPTON. 


on HeQors ! tame profeſſors of the Sword ! 


Who'in the chair ſtate Duels, whoſe black 
word | | Be » 
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3ewitches conrage, and like devils too (and do. 
Leaves the bewitch'd, wher*t comes to hight 
#ho on your errand our beft Spirits ſend, 
Not to kill Swine or Cows, but man and friend; 
Who are an whole Court Martial in your drink 
And diſpute Honour, when you cannot think 
Not orderly, but part out valour, as 
You grow inſpic*d by tt*Gracle of the Glaſs: 
Then (like our zeal drunk Presbyters)cry down - 
All Law of Kings & God, but what's theie own 
Then y'have the gift of fighting, can diſcern 
Spirits who?s fit to at and who to learn, 
Who (hall be baffled next, who muſt be beat, 
Who kill'd, that you may drink, & (wear & eat 2 
Whilſt you aplaud thoſe murders wch you teach 
And live upon the wounds your Riots Preach. 
Mere booty ſouls! who bids us fght a prize 
To feaſt the laughter of our enemies? {gain, 
Who ſhout, and clap at wounds, count it pure 
Mere providence to hear a Comptoy's (lain, 
A name they dearly hate, & juftly ſhould (blood 
They lov*t'ewer worsg,their love would raint the 


! Blood alwayes true, true as their ſwords & cauſe, 


And never vainly loft,till your wilde Laws 
ScandallÞd their a&ions in this perſon, who 
Truly durft more than you dare think to doe. 

A man made up of graces, every move 

Had entertainment in it and drew Love, (grave 
From all but him who kilÞd him, who ſecks a 
And fears a Death more ſhameful than he gave 


Now 
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Now you dread He&ors! you whom tyrant 
drink, 

Drags thrice about the Town; what do you 

CIf you be fober ; Is it valour ? ſay! (think? 

To overcome, and then to run away. 

Fic, fie, your lufts and Duels both are one, 

Both are repented of, as ſoon as done. 


— ———_— 


Square Cap: 


Ome hither Apo!lo's bouncing pirle, 
And in a whole H?ppocrene of Sherry 
Ler*s drink a round till our brains do whirle, 
Toning our pipes to make our ſelves merry, 
A Cambridge Laſs, Venw-like, born of the 
Of an old half fill'd Jug of barly broth; (froth 
She ſhe*s my Miſtreſs, her fvicers are many, 
Bat ſhe] have a Square cap if ere (he have any. 
(comes 
And frft, for the Pluſh fake the Monmonth cap 
Shaking his head like an empty boule, 
With his new fangled oath by 7::piters thumbs, 
That to her health he?] bepin a portles 
He tels her that after the death of his Grannam 
He ſhall have God Fnows what per annum 
But ſtill ſhe replied, good Sir La-be, 
If erer | have a man, £qrare-cap for me 


Tiin 


Ou 
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Thin Calot Leather-cap ftrongly pleads (on; 
And fain would derive the pedigree of faſhi» 
The Antipodes wear their (hoes on their heads, 
And why may not we in their imitation? 
Oh, how this foot-ball noddle would pleaſe, 
If it were, but well toſs*d on,S, Thomas his Lees. 
But ftill{ſhe repli*d, good Sir La-be, 
If ever | have a man, Square-cap for me» 


Next comes the Puritan in a 7/rought-cap, 
With a long waſted conſcience towards a fi- 
And' making a: chappel of eaſe of her lap,(fter; 
Firſt he (aidgrace, and then kift her. 
Beloved, quoth he, thou art my Text, _ 
Then falls he co Uſe and Application next? 
But then ſhe replied, your Text(Sir ) [fe be 
For then I'me fare you'l nefr handle me, ' 


But ſee where Satten cap ſcouts about, {marry 
And fain would this wench in his fellowſhip 
He told hee how ſuch a man was not putout, 
Becauſe his wedding he cloſely did carfy, 
Heel purchaſe ind, Aion by'Simony. 3 
And offers her mony' incumbent to be. 
But ſtill ſhe replied, good Sir La-be, 
If ever have a man, Square-cap for me. 


The iawyer's a Sophiſter by his Round cap, 
Nor is their fallacies are they divided; ac 
| e 
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The one milks the Pocket, the other the tap, 
And yet this wench he fain would have brided. 
Come leave theſe thred-bare Scholars,quoth he 
And give me livery and ſeifin of thee; (on, 
But peace Fohn a-nokes, and leave your Orari- 
For I never will be your Impropriation, 
I pray you therefore good Sir La-be; 
For ifcyer | have a man, Square-cap for me 


— 


Llpon PHIL L IS walking ina Morn- 
| ing before Sun-riſing. 


TH ſlvggiſh morn as yetundreft, 

.& My Phillis brake from out her Faft, 
As if ſhee'd made a macth to run 
With YVeaw, Uſher to rhe Snn. 

The trees (like Yeomen of her guard, 
Serving more for pomp then ward, 
Rank*d on each fide with loyall duty,) 
Wave branches to encloſe her beauty+ 
The plants, whoſe luxury was lopr, 
Or age with crutches underpropr, 
Whoſe wooden carkaſes are grown 
To be bur coffins of their own.) 
Revive, and at her general doſe 

Each receives his antient ſoul. 

The winged Chorifters began 

To chirp their Matigs ; and the Fan pe 
-, 
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Of whiſtling winds, like Organs, plaid 
# Unto their Voluntaries made 
*| The wak*ned carth in odours riſe 
To be her morning Sacrifice 
1] The flowers call'd out of their beds, 
Start and raiſe up their drowfie heads, 
And he that for their colour ſecks, 
May find it vaalting in her cheeks, 
Where Roſes mix no civil war 
Between her Tork and Lancaſter, 
The Marigold, whoſe Courtiers face, 
- Or fevers Sun, and doth unlace 
Her at his riſe, at his full R 
Packs and ſhuts op her —_ ſhop 
Miſtakes her kue and doth difplayz 
Thus Phillis antidates the day. | 
Theſe Miracles had crampt the Sun, 
Who thinking that his Kingdom's won, 
Powders with light his friz?led locks, 
To fee what Saints his luftre mocks. 
The trembling leaves through which he plaid; 
Dapling the walk with light ad ſhade, 
1 CLike hantics-windown ) give the ſpye 
| Room but to peep with half an eye, 
Left her full Orb his fig hc ſhould dim, 
And bid us all good night in him, 
Till ſhee would ſpend a gentel ray. 
To force us a new-faſhion'd day. 
But whar new faſhioned palfic's this, | 
Which makes the boughs diveſt theeir _ M 


” 
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And that they might her footſteps firaw 

Drop their leaves with ſhivering awe, - 
Phillz perceives, Cand leſt her ſtay 
Should wed ORober unto May, = 
And as her beauty caus'd a Spring, 

Devotion might an Autumn bring } 

Withdrew her beams, yer made no night, 

But left the Sun ber Curate light, A 


Upon a MISER that made a preat feaft 
and the next day died for preif.” 


N Or (capes he ſo; our dinner was ſo good, 
My — Muſe cannot but ehew the 
cud, YE? 

And what delight ſhe took in th'invitation, 
Strives to caſt o're apainin this relation? 

After a.tedious grace in Hopkins rhime, 
Not for devotion but 'to take up'time!, 
March*fd the train band of diſhes, uſher*d there 
To ſhew' there poſtures, and then as they were, 
For he invites no teeth, perchance the eys 
He will afford the lovers glattony; 
Tihs is a ſeaft, a Muſter, not a fight, 
Our weapons not for ſervice bat for ſight, 

But are we Tantalized? is all this meat 
Cooked by alimner for to view, not ear? 


Ti Aﬀtrologers keep ſuch Houſes when they (up 


Qa joynrs of Taxrusor their heavenly Top, 
Whar 
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What ever feaſts are made are ſumm'd up here, 
His table vies not ftanding with his chear. 

His Churchings,Chriſt'nings, in this meal are all, 
And not tranſcrib'd, but in th* Original 
Chriftmas is no feaſt moveable ; j- lo! 


The (: Ife ſame dinner was ten years a go FA 


»T will be immortal, if it longer ſtay, 
The gods will eat it for Ambroſia, 

But ſtay a while unleſs my whinyard fail , 
Or is inchanted, Ile cut of th' entail. +. ( ton, 
Saint Georg for England then, have at the Mut- 
When the trft cut calls me bloud thirſty glutton 
What 4jax with his anger-quod['d brain , 
Killing a ſheep , thought Agamemnor (Jain , 
The h&ion's now prov*d trac; wounding his roft, 
I lamentably butcher up mine hoſt : 
Such ſympathy is with his meat, my weapon 
Makes him an Eunuch, when it ſerves his Caponz 
Cut a Goole leg , an4 the poor foul for moan 
Turns cripple too and after ſtands on one , 

Have you not heard the abominable (port, 
A Lan:aiter Grand-]Jury will report ? 
The ſouldier with his Morglay watch the Mill, 
The cats they came to feaſt, when luſty 7/1 
Whips off great puſſes leg, which by ſome charm 
Proves the next day ſuch an old womans arm ; 
'Tis ſ@ with him, whoſe carcaſe never (capes : 
But Riill we flaſh them ina thouſand ſhapes ; 
Our ſerving-men, like ſpanicls range, to ſpring 
The fowl when he hath clocktunderher whing. 

C Should 
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Should be on Widgeon, and on Woodcock feed; 

It were { Theyeſtes ljke ) on his own breed, 

To pork he pleads a {uperftition due, Þ 

But not a mouth is muzled by che Jew. 

Sauces we {hould have none, had he his wiſh ; 

The Oranges i*th margent ofthe diſh, 

He with ſuch Huckfſtecs, tells them 0%< and ores 

Th Heſperiax Dragon never waicht them more, 
But being eaien , now in deſpair, 

Having novght elle ro do, he falls to pray?r. 

As though gid(ſt once pit on the form of Bn!l , 

And touriſt thy Io to 2 lovely Mull, ( beef 

Defend my Rump great J-ve, grant this pocr 

May live to comfort me in all my grief, 

But no Amen was (id. See,ſee! it comes; (d:iums. 
Draw Boyes, let trumpets ſound, and ftrike up 
See, how his blood doth with the gravy (wim, 
And every trencher has a limb of him ; ( deeper 
The Venion's now in view, our hounds (pend 
Stravge Dear, which io the Paſty hath a keeper 
Strier than 12 a Park, making his gueſt 
( A+ he hath ſtolw: alive ) ro feal it dreft ! 
The ſcenr was hot ard we purſuing faſter , 

Than Ovids pack of Dogs e&'re chac*d tecir Ma- 

A double prey at once may ſeize upon (ter; 

Aeon and his Chaſe of Veniſon : 

Thus was he rorn alive : to vex him worſe, 

Death ferves him up now as a ſecond courſe, 
Should we,like Thrac;ans,our dead bodies eas, 
He would have liy*d onely to fave his meat, 


POEMS. $2 
A young Man to'an O!d Woman 


Courting him, 


Face Beldame Eve, {urceaſe thy ſuit; 
Ther's no remotation in (uch frujr, 
No rotton meddlers whiltt there be 
Who!e Orchards in Virginity ! 
Thy ftock is roo mn1ch out of date 'b 
For tender plants ti” ino. ulaie. 7 
A match with thee, thy bridgroom fears 
Would be t'13: ght intereſt in his years. 
Which when compai*d with thine, become 
Od mony to thy Grandom tum. ; 
Can Wedlock know fo great a curſe 
As putting husbands o0:1t ro Nuric ? 
How Pon and Kivers would miſtake, 
And cry new almanacks for our fake ? 
Time ſure hath wheeld abuut this yea *, 
December meeting F aniveer- 
Th' Zeypriens Serzent hgures tm», 
And ftript returns unto his prime. 
It my affeRion thou would?*:t w.n, 
Firſt caft thy Hicroglypick «kin, 
My mcd-rn lips know not ( a j2ck ) 
The old Retigion of thy ſmack 3 
I count that primitive embrace, 
As our of of faſhion as thy face. 
And yet ſo long *is fince thy fall, 
Thy fornication's<claſſicall. OY | 
no C23 Nay 
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Our ſports will differ, thou may play 
Leero and 1 Alphonſo way. 
Pm no tranſlatour have no vein 
To turn a woman young again 2 
LUnteſ: you'l grant the Tailors due, 
Tolee the fore-bodies be new ; 
I love to wear cloaths that are fluſh, 
Not prefacing old rags with pluth. 
Like A!Jermen, and Monfter- Sheriffs , 
Wick canvas backs and velvet ſleevs. 
And ju? ſuch diicords tnere would be 
Berwixt the Skeieron and me. 
Go fiudy falve and treacle, ply 
Your tenants leg, or his ſore eye; 
Thus Matrons purchaſe credit, thank 
Six perny-worth of mountebank. 
Or ch=w thy cud on ſome delight 
Thou takeft in thy Eighty Eigbt. 
Or be but bea- 194 once, and then 
Thou'lt drearmn thy youthful fins agen z 
Buc if thou needs wilr be my ſpouſe , 
Firft hearken and attend my vows. 
When .tn2*s fires ſhall underg9 
The p:nnance of the Alps in ſmew : 
IWhen Sol at one ola't of has horn 
Pojis from the Cr2b to Capricorn : 
When th' heavens fall ſhuffle all in ons , 
The Torrid with the frozen Zone 3 
When all theſe contradiflions meet , 
Then (Sybil ) thou and I will greet, 

( 
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For all theſe ſmiles do hold 

In my young heat, and thy dull cold ; 

Then if a Feaver be ſo good 

A Pimp 4s to inflame thy blocd, 

Hymen ſhall twift thee and thy page , 

The diſtin& Tropick of mans age. 
Well ( Madam Time ) be ever bald, 

Ile not thy Periwiz be call'd. 

Fle never be ſtead ofa Joyer. 

An aged Chronicles new cover. 


ah 


FY 
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To Mrs, K. T. whoaske'c Lim why 
he was Dumb, 


S Tay ſbould I anſwer ( Lady) then 

In vein ſhould be your queltion, 

Should I be dumb, why then again 

Your asking me would be in vain. 

Silence nor ſpeech. ( on either hand ) 

Can ſatisfie this ftrange demand. 

Yet fince your will throws me vpon 

This wiſhed contradiQion , 

I'l tell you how 1 did become. 

L o ſtrangly ( as you Fear me ) dumb, 
Ask but the chap-falPa Puritan, 

Tis zcal that tonigue-ties that good man z 

For heat of conſcience all men hold, 


Is the only way to catch their cold; 
C 3 How 
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How ſhould loves. zealot then forbear 
To be your filenc'd Miniſter ? 
Nay, your Religion which doth grant 
A worthip due to you my Saint , x 
Yet counts it that devotion wrorg 
Thar does it in the vulpar tongue, 
My ruder words would give offence 
To fuch an hallow*d excellence : 
As the Englith diale& would vary. 
Thc goodneſs of an Ave. Mary. 

How can [ ſpe»k, that twice am chekr, 
Ey this and that religious Se& ? 
Soll dumb, and in your face | ſpy 
Still cauſe and ſtill Divinity! 
As ſoon as bleſt with your ſalute, 
Ny manners taught me to be mute ; 
For, leaſt they cancell all the blifſe, 
You fign'd with fo divine a kiffe , 
The lips you ſeal muſt needs conſent 
Unto the tongues impriſonment. 
My tongue in hold , wy voice doth rife 
With a ſtrange Elz to my eyes 
Where it gets hail, and in that ſence 
Begins a new found eloquence 

Oh ! liſten with attentive fight 
To what my pratling eyes endite ; 
Or( Lady) fince its in your choice, 
To give, or :o ſuſpend my voice , 
With the ſame key fer ope the door 
Whevewith you lockrit faſt before ; 


Kiſſe - 


POEMS. 


Kiſs once again, and when you thus 
Have doubly been miraculous, 
My muſe ſhail write with hand maids duty, 


The Golden Legend of your beauty, 


He, whom his dumbne(s now confines ; 
But means t6 ſpeak the reft by figns, 


— —_—— —— ——— —— 
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A Fair NYMPH {corning a black 
BOY Courting her, 


Nymph, Tand off, and let me take th; air 
S Why ſhould the ſmoak purſue ite 
fair? - - 

Bey. My face is imoke, thence may be guels's 

What flames within have ſcorch'd my breft. 

Nymph. The flame of love | canrot view, 

For the dark Lanthorn of thy hue. 

Boy. And vet this Lanthorn keeps Loves tar, 
Surer than yours chats of white paper. -' 
Whatever midnight hath been here 5 - 

The Moon- ſhine of your light can char 

Nymph. My Moon of an Eclipſe is'traid,' 

If chou ſhould interpoſe thy thads. 

Boy. Yet one thing ( Sweet-heart ). | will ack; ; 
Buy for me a new falſe Math,  : it! 

Nymph, Yes : but my bargan fþall beyhivg. 01 / 

Fle throw my Mask off when I kiſs, +: = 
' LA C ” Foy. 
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Boy. Our curl*d imbraces ſhall delight , 
To chequer limbs with black and white x 
Nymph. Thy ink, my paper, make me gueſs 
Our naprial bed will make a prels ; 
And in our ſports if any came 
They! read a wanton Epigrame. 
Boy. Why ſhould my black thy love impair ? 
Let the dark (ſhop commend thy ware ; 
Or if thy love from black forbares, 
le firive to waſh it of with tears. ( needs 
Nymph. Spare fruicleſs tears, fnce thou mutt 
Still wear about the mourning weeds ; 


Tears can no more affe&ion win, 
Than waſh thy Zrhiopian skin. 


D—— — 


A Dialogue between two ZEALOTS 
upon the &Cc, inthe OATH. 


Ir Roger, from a Zealous piece of Freez , 

Rais'd to a Vicar of the Children threes ; 
Whoſe yearly Audit may by ftri& account , 
To twenty Nobles and his vails amount , 
Fed on the common of the female charity, 
Untill the Scots can bring about their parity , 
So ſhotten, that his Soul like to himſelf 
Walks but in Qverpo $ this ſame Clergy EIF, 
Encountring with a brother of the Cloth , 
Fell preſently to cudgels with the Oath, _ 

e 


The Q»arrel wat, a firang miſ-ſhapen Monſter 
&c. ( God bleſs us) which they confter 
The brand upon the Buttock of the beaft, 
The Dragons tail ri'd on a knot, a neaſt 
Of young Apecripha?s, the faſhion 
Of a new mental! Relervation, 
While Roger thus divides the text, the other 
Winks and expounds, ſaying , My pious brother 
Hearken with reverence ; for the point is nice, 
I never read on't, but | faſted twice, 
And (o by revelation know it better , 
Than all the learn'd Idolators o*? Letter : 
Wich that he ſwell'd, and fell upon the Theam, 
Like great Goliah with his weavers beam : 
Ifay to thee, &c, thouli'ft , 
Thou art the curled lock of Antichrift ; 
Rubbiſh of Babel, for who will not ſay, 
Tongues were confounded in &c ? 
Who ſwears, &c. (wears more oaths at once, 
Than Cerberus out of his triple ſconce ; | 
Who views it well, with the ſame eye beholds, 
The old ha!f Serpent in his numerous folds. BE. $ 
Accurft, &c, thou, for now 1 ſcent , *.. 
What lately the prodigious Oyfters meant. Y 
Oh Booker, Booker, how cam'ſt thou to lack ' 
This 6gn in thy prophetick Almanack ? 
It's the dark Vault, wherein the infernal ploe 
Of Powder againft the State was firſt begot. 
Peruſe the oath and ye ſhall ſoon deſcry ir, 
By all the Father Garness that Rand by it; 


*Gainft 


= 
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Gainft whom the Church, whereof | am a Mem- 
Shall keep another ffch day of November, (ber, 
Yet here2z nor allI cannot half untruſs 
&c. its fo abominous. 

The Trojan Nag was not fo fully lin'd ! 

Unrip &c. and you (hall find 
Og the great Commitlary, and which is worſe, 
Thy Apparatour upon his skew-bal'd horſe, 
Then( finally my babe of Grace ) forbear, 

@c. will be too far to (wear ; 
For (*tis to ſpeak in familiar ftile ) 
A Tork- ſhire wea- bit longer than a mile. 

Then Roger was in{pir*d and by Gods-diggers 
He'l {wear in words at large, and not in figures. 
Now by this drink, which he takes offas loth 
To leave &c. in his liquid oath : 

His brother pledg*d him, and that bloody wine 
He ſwears ſhall ſeal the Synods Cataline. 

So they drunk on, not offring to part 

Till they had quite (worn out th'cleventh quart; 
While all that ſaw and heard chem, joyntly pray, 
They and their tribe were all &c, 
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SEMECTY MNUUS, Orthe 
CLUB-E-DIVINES, 
Q Medymuuus the Goblin made me ftart ? 


th* name of Rabbi Abraham, what art ? 
| Syriack 
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Syriack ? or Arabick? or Welch ? what skil ? 
Ap all the bricklayer: that Bobel built ! 
Some Conjurer tranſlate, and let me know it, 
Till then *tis fit for a Weſt-Saxon Poet. 
But do the Brother-hood then play their prizes 
Like Mummers in Religion with diſguiſes ? 
Out brave us with a name in-Rank and File. 
A name, which if *rwere train*d would ſpread a 
The Saints monopoly, the Zealots clufter, ( mile; 
Which like a Porcupine preſents a mufter , 
And (hoots his Quils at Bifhops and their Sees, 
A deyoute litter of young Maccabees, 
Thus Jack of all trades hath devowily ſhown 
The twelve Apoſt'es on the cherry-ſtone ; 
Thus faftion's Al- Mode in treaſons faſhion 
Now we have herefie by Complication, 
Like to Don Quixots Roſary of {laves, 
Scrung on a chain; a Murnival of knayes, 
Pack in a trick, like Gypkes when they ride ,: : 
Or like Colleagues, which fit all on a fide ; 
So the vain Satyriſts ſtand all a row ; 
As hallow teeth upon a Lute-ftring ſhow, 
The italian Monfter pregnant with his Brother, 
Natures Dierifis, half one another , on 
He, with his little fides- man Lazarys , 
Muſt both give way unto Smeliymnuus. 
Next Sturbridg fair is Smecks for lo bis fide. 
Intoa fivefold Lazar's multiplied. L 
Under each arme there's tuckt a double pifſardz 
Five faces lurk under one fangle vizard, : '-.! - = 
| tl tao! 'The 
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The Whore of Babylox, left theſe brats behind , 
Heirs of confufion by Gavel Bind. 
I think Pythagora's ſou! is rambP'd hither. 
With al) che change of Raiment on together 2 
Smec is her general wardrobe, ſhe'le not date 
To think of him, as of a thorough fare : 
He ftops the Gofſiping Dame alone he is 
The purlew of a Metempſychoſis. 
Like a Scotch mark, were the more modeſt ſeriſe 
Checks the loud phraſe and (hrinks to 13. pence; 
Like to an Tgnis fatuws, whoſe flame , 
Though ſometimes tripartice, joyns in the ſame: 
Like to nine Taylors, who if rightly fpel'd, 
Into one man are monoſyllabel'd , 
Short-handed zeal in one hath cramped many , 
Like to the Decalogue in a fingle penny. 
See,ſee ! how cloſs the curs hunt under ſheet, 
As if they ſpend in quire, and (cann'd their feet 5 
One Core and five incumbents feap a truſs 
The title ſure muſt be litigious ! 
The Saddaces would raiſe a queſtion, 
Who muſt be Smec at the ReſurreQion, 
Who coop'd them up together were to blame, 
Had they but wire-drawn, and ſpun out their 
name , | | 
"T would make another Prentices Pitition 
Againſt the Biſhops and their ſuperflition, 
Robſon and French(that count from five to five, 
As far as nature fingers did contrive ; 
She ſaw they would be ſefſors, that's the cauſe 
She cleft her hoof into ſo many claws.) =— May 
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May tire their carret-bunch, yet n're agree 
To rate Smeymnuw for Pole-mony. 

Caligula; whoſe pride was mankinds bail, 
( As who disdain*d to murder by retail, ) 
Wiſhing the world had but one general neck, 
His glutron blade might have found game in 
No eccho can improve the Author more (Smek, 
Whoſe longs pay uſe on uſe to: half a ſcore, 
No fellon is more letter'd, though the brand 
Both (upeeſcribes his ſhoulder, and his hand. 
Some Welchman were his Godfather, for he 


| Wears in his name his Genealogy. ( way, 


The Banes were ask'd , would but the time give 
Betwixt Smedymnuus and Et cetera. | 
The Gueſts invited by a friendly ſummons, 
Should be the Convocation and the Commons 
The Prieft to tye the Foxes tails together , 
Moſely, or Santa clara , chooſe you whether, ', 
See, what an off-ſpring every one expeas! 
What ftrange pluralities of men and ſeQs ? 
One ayes he? get a Veſtery, another 
Is for a Synod ; Bet upon the mother ; | 
Faith ! cry St. George, let them go to'r and ftickle 
Whether a Conclave or a Conventickle. 
Thus might Religions caterwaul and (pighr 
Which vſes to devorce might once unite. 
But their croſs fortunes interdi& their trade, 
The Groom is Rampant, but the bride diſptaid. 
My task is done all my he-Goats are milkt ? 
90 many cards i*th* Rock, and yer be bilke ? 
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I could by letters now untwift the rabble , 

Whip Swec from Conftable, to Conſtable, 

But there | leave you to another dreſling , 

Only kneel down and take your fathers bleſſing ; 
May the @reen Mother juſtifie your fears, 
And ſtretch her Patent to your leather ears, 


The mixt-Aſlembly, 


[ ea-bitten Synod ! an Aſſembly brew*d 
Of Clerks.and Elders, ava, like the rude 

Chaos of Presbit'ry, where Lay- men guid 
Wirh the tame wool-pack Clergy by their fide. / 
Who atk the Banes twixt theſe diſcolor'd mates 
A firange Groreſco.this, the Church and States 
Moſt divine tick-tack in a pie-bald crew, 

To ſerve as table-men of divers hue , 

She that conceiv*d an Arbiopranheir, | 

By pi&ure, when the Parents both were fair, 
Ar fight of you had born a dapy led Son, 

You chequering her imagination, 

Had fabobs flock but ſeen you fit, the dams 

Had brought forth ſpeckled : and ring-ftreaked 
Like an Impropriators Motley kind, - , : (lambs. 
Whoſe ſcarlet coat is with a Caffock lin'd, 
Like the Lay-thief iq a canonick weed, 

Sure of his Clergy e*ce he did the deed. 
Like Royjton crowes, who are as ( I may ay ) 
Friers of both the orders, black and Grey, 
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So mixt they are, one knows not whether*s 
A Lair of Burgeſi, or a Layre of Vicar. ( thicker 
Have they uſurp'd what Roval Fudab had ? 

And now muſt Levi too part flakes with Gad ? 
The Scepter and the Crotier are the crutches , 
Which if not truGed in their pious clutches , 

Will fail the crippled ftate. And wer'r net pity 
But borh ſhonld ſerve the yard wand of the City, 
That Iſaack might Rtroak his beard, and {it 
Tudge of «: 4# and Elegerit. 
Oh that they were in chalk and charcoal drawn 
The Viſcelany ſatyr and the fawn , 

And all the Aduleries of twiſted nature, 

But faintly repreſent this ridling feature , 

Whoſe members being nat allies they'l not own 
Their fellows at their reſurreAion, (fory 
Strange ſcarlet Dofors theſe, they'l paſs in 
F or ſinners half refw?d in purgatory , | 

Or parboild Lobſters where there joyntly rules ' 
The fading fables, and the coming'gules ; | 
The flea that Fal:fdamn'd/;' thus lewdly ſhows 
Tormented in the flames of Eardelphs Noſe : 
Like him that wore the Dialogne of Cloaks, 
This ſhoulder Fobn-a-{tile, that Fobn-a nokes, 
Like Jews and Chriſtians in a ſkip rogether, 
Wirth an old neck- verſe todiſtingvith either ; 
Like their intended Diſcipline to boor., 

Or whatſoe*re hath neither head nor foot + : : 
Such may their ftript-ftuff-hangings ſeem to be 
Sacriledge matcht with codpiece ſymony ; - ſe 
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Be fick and dream a little, you may then 
Phankie theſe Linſie-wolfe Veſtry men. 

Forbear good Pembrook, be not over-daring 
Such company may chance to ſpoil thy ſwaring - 
And theſe Drum- Major oaths, of bulk unruly, 
May dwindle to a feeble by my truly. 

He that the Noble Pzercies blood inherits, 
Will he ftrike up a Hot-ſpur of the ſpirits ? 
Hel fright the Obadiah out of tune, 

With his uncircumciſed Algernon : 

A natne (o ſtuborn, *cis not io be ſcan'd 
'By him in Gath with the fix finger'd hand, 

See ! they obey the Magick of my words : 
Preſto, they'c gone, and now the Houſe of Lords 
Looks like the wither'd face of an old bag 
But with three teeth like to a triple gag, 

A Tigg, a Jig, and in this antick dance 
Fielding and doxy Marſhall firſt advance, (brace 
Twiſs blows the Scotch pipes, and the loving 
Puts on the traces and treads cinque a- pace. 
Then Say and Seal muſt his old hamftrings ſupple 
And he and rumpled Palmer makes a couple. 
Palmer's a fruitful girle, if he'l unfold her, , 

The Midwife may find work about her ſhou!der 

Kimbolton that rebellious Boanerges , | 

Muft be content to ſaddle Door Burges ? 

I& Burges get a clap *tis nere the worle , 

But the fifth time of his Compurgators 

Nol Bowls is coy, good (adneſs cannot dance, 

But in obedience ro the Ordinance, - 
cre 
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Here Wharton wheels about, till Mumping Liddy 

Like the full moon,hath made his Lordſhip giddy 

P31 and the Members muſt their giblets levy, 

T* incounter Madam Smec that fingle Bevy 

If they do iruck together ic *twill not be 

A Child-birth but a Goal delivery. | 

Thus every Gibeline hath got his Guelph, 

But Selden he*s a Galliard by himſelf, 

And well may be, there's more Divines in him 

Then in all chis there Jewiſh Sanedrim ; 

Whoſe Cannons in the forge ſhall then bear date 

When Mules their Colin Germans generate. 

Thus Moſes Law is violated now, 

The Ox and Aſs go yok*d in the fame plough 

Refign thy Coach-box Twiſe,Brook's Preacher,he 

Would fort the beaſts with more.conformity, 

Water —=_ earth makes but one Globe a Round- 
head. 


Is Clergy-lay, Parte-per pale compounded, 


The Kings Diſeuiſe, 


A pd why a Tennant to this vile diſguiſe(eys? 
Web who but (ees,blaſphems rhee with his 

My twins of light withio their penthouſe ſhrink, 

And hold it their Allegiance now to wink. 

Oh ! for a ftate diftin&ion to arraign 

Charles of high Treaſon 'gainft my ſoyeraign, 

What an ufurper to his Prince is wont, 

Cloyfter and {have him, he himſelf hath don't. 
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His muffled feature ſpeaks him a recluſe 

His ruins proves him a religious houſe. 

TheSun hath mew'd his beams from cft his lamp 
And Majeſty defac*d the Royal ftamp. 

It's not enough thy dignities inthcall, 

But thoul*c tranſmuce it in thy fhape and all ? 
As if thy blacks were of too faint a die, 

Without the tinure of Tavtolopy. 

Flay an Xgyptian for his Caſlock skin, 

Spun of his countries darkneſs, lin* within 
With Presbyterian budge, that drowiie trance , 
The Synod fable, foggy ignorance ; 

Nor bodily, nor ghoſtly Negro could 
Rovugh- a? thy figure in a ſadder mould : 

This Privy-chamber of thy ſhape would be 

But the Clofe mourner of thy Royalty : 

Twill break the circle of thy Jaylors ſpell , 

A pearl within a rugged oyfters (hell. 

Heaven, which the Miniſter of thy Perſon owns, 
Will ne thee for Dilapidations ; 

Like to the martyr©d Abbeys courſer doom , 
Devoutly alter*d to a Pidgeon. room : 

Or like the Colledge by the Changeling rabble, 
Mancheſiors Elves, transformfd into a table, 
Or if there be a prophanation higher , 
 Suchis the Sacriledpe of thine attire , ( one 

By which th*art half deposd ; thou lookRt like 

Whoſe looks are under ſequeſtration 

Whoſe Renegado forrn, at the brſt glance 
Shews like che (elf-denying Ordinance ; 

| Nd; Angel 
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Angel of light and darkneſs too, I doubt, 
Inſpir'd within, and yet pofſeſyd without * 
Mageſtick twi-light in the ftate of grace , 


Yet with an excommunicated face. by 


Charls and his Mask are of a different Mint 3 

A Plalm of mercy in a miſcreant print. 

The Sun wears mid-night, day is beetle-brow'd : 

And lightning is in Kelder of a cloud. 

Oh the accurſt Stenography of fate ! 

The Princely Eagic ſhrunk into a Bat. 

What charm, what Magick vapor can it be, 

T hat thrinks his rayes to this Apoftaſie ? 

Ir is but ſabtile film of tiffany air, 

No cob-web wizzard, ſuch as Ladies wear; 

When they are veil'd on purpoſe to be ſeen, 

Doubling their laftre by their vanquiſh't skreen : 

Nor a falſe ſcabbard of a Princes tough 

Meral and three pil'd darkneſs, like the flough 

Of an impriſon'd flame ; *ris Faux ingrain, 

Dark-Lanthorn to our high Meridian 

Hell belcht the damp the Warwick Caſtle Vote 

Rang Britains Corfeu, fo our light went out , 

Thy viſage is not legible, the letters , 

Like a Lords name writ in phantaftick fetters $ 

Cloaths were a Switzer might be buried quick , 

Sure they will ft the body Po'itick. 

Falfe beard enough to fit a Stages plot, 

For that's the ambuſh of their wit, God wor, 

| Nay all his properties ſo ftrange appear, 

| Y'ce not i'thipreſence,though the King be there. 
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A Libz!l is his dreſs, a garb uncouth, 

Such as the Hue and Cry once purg?d at mouth, 

Scribling aſſaſſinate, thy lines atteft 

An ear-mark die, Cub of the Blatant beaſt, 

Whoſe wrath before it is ſyllabled for worle, 

Is blaſphemy unfledg'd, a callow curſe. 

The laplanders , when they would fall a wind, 

Wafcing to hell, bag up thy phraſe, and bind 

It to the barque, which at the voiage end 

Shifts poop, and breeds the Collick in the fiend, 

But Ile not dub thee with a glorious Scar, 

Nor fink thy «kuller with a man of War, 

The black mouth'd $3-quis, and che ſlanderiog 

3oth do alike in piture execute. (ſuir, 

But fince w're all call'd Papift, why not date 

Devotion to the rags thus conſecrate ? 

As tempies uſe to have their Poxches wrought, 

itt Sphytxes, creatures of an antick draught, 
©.24 puzling Pourtrai&ures, to ſhew that there 
;**Hdles inhabited ; the like is here. 
+,»t pardon Sir, ſince I preſume to be 

*.lerk of this Cloſer to your Majefty ; 

Me thinks in this your dark myſterious dreſs, 

7 1e6 the Goſpel concht in parables. 

£ - mynexc view My pur-blind fancy ripes , 

4:4 ſhews Religion in its dusky types, 

Siach a Text-royal, ſo obſcure a ſhade, 

Was Solomon in Proverbs all array*d, 

Come all the brats of this expounding age , 

To whom the ſpirit is in pupillage ; « 
: ou 
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You that damd more then ever Sampſon ſlew, 
And with his engine the ſame jaw-bone too; 
How is*t he (capes your inquifition free, 

Since bound upin the Bibles livery ? 

Hence Cabinet-intruders, Pick-locks hence, 
You that Jewels with your Briftol-ſence : 

And ChareRers, like Witches ſo torment, 

Till they confeſs a guilt, though innocent, : 
Keyes for this Coffer you can never get, 

None but St. Peter ope*s this Cabinet 

This Cabinet, whoſe affe& would benight 
Critick (peQators with redundant light. 

A Prince moſt ſeen, is leaff; What Scriptures call 
The Revelation is moſt myſtical. 

Mount then thou ſhadow-royal, and with haſt 

Advance thy morning-Star, Charls overcaft. 

May thy ſtrange journey contradi&ions twiſt , 
And force fair weather from a Scottiſh miſt ; 
Heavens Confefſor's are pog'd, thoſe ftar-ey'd 
To interpret Eclips thus riding ages. ( ſages 
Thus Iſrael-like he travels with a cloud , 
Both as a condu to him and a ſhroud. 
But oh ! he goes to Gibeox, and renews 
A league with mouldy bread and clouted ſhooes, 


The Rebell SCOT, 


Ow ! Rrovidence ! and yet a Scottiſh crew? 
Then Madam Nathre wears black patches 


roo 
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What ſhall our Nation be in bondage thus , 
Unto a Land that truckles under vs ? 

Ring the bells backward ; 1 am all on fre, 

Not all the buckets in a Country Quire 

Shall quench my rage. A poet ſhould be fear?d 
When angry, like a Comets flaming beard 

And where's the Stoick? can his wrath appeaſe 
To (ce his country fick of fims diſeaſe , 

By Scotch invaſion to be made a prey, 

To fuch Pig JViggin Mirmylons as they ? ( quote 
But that ther's charm in verſe, { would not 
The name of Scot without an antidote , 

Llnleſs my head were red, that | might brew 
Invention there, that might be poiſen too, 

Were Ia drowhe Judge, whoſe diſmal note 
Diſgorgeth halcers, as a Juglers throat 

Doth Ribbands: could | (in Sir Emp*rick's tone) 
Speak Pills in phraſe, and quack deftrudion , 

Or roar like Marſha!l that Genera Bull. 

Hell and daivnation a pulpit full : 

Yet to expreſs a Scot to play that prize. 

Not all thoſe mouth Granadoes can ſuftice, 
Before a Scet can properly be curſt, 

I muſt (like Hocas ) (wallow daggers firſt, 

Come keen Iambicks with your Badgers feet”, 
And Badger-like, bite til] your teeth do meet. 
Help ye tart Satyrifts tro imp my rage, 

With al! che Scorpions that ſhould whip this age. 
Scots are like Wirches ; do but whet your pen , 

Scratch till the blood come, they'l not hurt you 
then, — ' ww 
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Now as the Martyrs were inforc*d to take 
The ſhapes of beafls like hypocrites at ſtake , 
I'le bait my Scot ſo, yet not cheat your eyesz 
A Scot within a beaſt is no diſguife. 

No more let Ireland bhrag,her harmleſs Natioti 
Foſters no venom fince the Scots Plantation ; 
Nor can ours feign*d antiquity maintain z 
Since they came in, England hath Wolves again, 
The Scot that kept the Tower might have ſhown 
( Within the grate of his own breſt alone ) 

The Leopard and the Panther, and ingroſt 
What all thoſe wild Collegiats had colt 
The honeſt high-ſhooes, in their termly feer, 
Firſt to the ſalvage Lawyrez next to theſe 
Nature herſelf doth Scorch-men beaſts confeſs ; 
Making their Country ſuch a wiſdernels; 
A Land that brings in queſtion and fuſpence 
Gods omni-preſence,but thatChar/escome thence 
But that Moatroſs, and Crawfords loyal band 
Atton'd their fins, and chrift'ned half the Land ; 
Nor is it all the Nation hath theſe (pors ; 
There is » Church, as well as Kirk of Scots : 
As in a pi&ore where the (quinting pint 
Shews ends on this (ide, and on that fide Saint, 
He that ſaw Hell in's mcllaucholly dream, 
And in the twi-lighrt of bis fancy's theam 
Scar'd from his fins revented in a fright , ; 
Had he view'd Scotland, had turn'd Profelyte. 
A Land, where one may pray with carſt intent 
0 may they never ſuffer baniſhment ! 

D 4 Had 
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HadCain binScot,God would have chang'd his 409 


Not forc*c him wander, but confin'd him hom2, 
Like Jews they ſpread, and as infetion ly, » 
As if the Devil had ubiquity. 

Hence *cis they live, at Rovers and defie 

This or that place ; Rags of Geography, 
They'r Citizens o'ch* world; they'rallin all , 
Scotland's a Nation Epidemicall. 


: 'And yet they ramble, not to learn the mode 


How to be dreſt or how to liſp abroad : 

To return knowing in the ſpaniſh ſhrug, 
Or which of the Dutch States a double Jug 
Reſembles moſt, in belly, or in beard ; 

( The Card by which the Mariners are fteer?d J 
No, the Scots- Errant fight and fight to eat; (meat 
Theic Oſtrich-jtomachs make their ſwords. their 
Nature with Scots, as Tooth drawers hath dealr, 
Who uſe to hang their teeth upon their belt, 
Ye: ww 1:,2rnot at this their happy choile 3 

The «pens fatal ſtill to Paradiſe. 

Sure England hath the Hemeroids, and theſe 

Oo the Nurth poſture of the patient ſeize, 

Like Leeches: bus they Phyically thirtt 

Aſter our blood, but in che cure ſhall bur, 

Let them not think © make us run o'th (core , 
To ourchale villinage as onee before, 

When ar AF paſe'd to ftroak them on the head , 
Call chem gocd Subjeds, buy them Gingerbread 
Nor Gold aor As of grace, *tis Steel muſt tame 
The ſtubborn Scot ; a Prince that would reclaim 
| E ms 
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Rebels by yielding, doth like him or ( worſe , ) 

W ho ſadled his own back, to ſhame his horſe. 
Was it for this you left your leaner ſoil, 

Thus to lard Iſrael with Egyprs ſpoil ? 

They are the Gofpels Life- guard : but for them 

The Garriſon of new Feruſalem ! ( cavſe 

What would the Brethren do ? the cauſe ! the 

Sack poſſets and the fundamental Laws ! 

Lord what a goodly thing is want of ſhirts ! 

How a Scotch-ftomach, and'no meat converts / 

They wanted food, and rayment; ſo they took 

Religion for their Seamftre(s, and their Cook. 

Unmask them well ; their honours and eſtate, 

As well as conſcience are ſophiſticate. 


| Shrive but cheir titles, and their money poize, 


A Lard and twenty pounds pronounc'd with noiſe 
When conſtru?*d, but for a plain Yeo-man go, 
And a good ſober two-pence, and well ſo, 
Hence then you proud Impoſtors, get you gon, 
Yoa Pits in Gentsy and devotion ; 

You ſcandall to a ſtock of Verſe, a race 

Able to bring the Gibbet in diſgrace, 
Hyperbolus by ſuffering did traduce 

The Oftraciſm, and (ham'd it out of uſe, 

The Indian, that Heaven, did forſwear, 

Becauſe he heard the Spaniards were there, 
Had he but known what Scots in Hell had been, 
He would Eraſmus-like have hung between : 
My Muſe hath done. A voider for the nonce ; 

I wrapg the Devil ſhould | pick their bones. 


That 
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That difh is his ; for. when the Scots deceaſe, 
Hell like their Nation, feeds on Barnacles. 
A Scot,when from the Gallow-trec got looſe, 
Drops into Styx, and turns a Scotland: Gooſe, * 


The Scots Apoſtaſie, 


$'t come to this? what ſhall the cheeks of fame 
Stretch't,with the breadth of learned Lowdons 


name , Be 
Be flag'd again? and that great piece cf ſence. Fir 
As rich in Loyalty as Elequence , Yc 
Brought to the Teſt, be found a trick of State? |} 
Like Chymiſts tintures prov'd adulterate ; Ar 
The devil fure, ſuch language did atchieve, Re 
To cheat our unforewarned Grandam Eve, Ar 
As this impoſtor found our, to beſot Ti 
Th' experienc'd Exgl:/h to believe a Scot, In 
Who reconciPd the Covenants doubtful ſence, LA! 


The Commons argument, or the Cities pence ? ! Ti 


Or did you doubt perſiſtence in one good (Tt 
Would (poil the fabrick of your brotherhood, Ti 
ProjeAed firſt in ſuch a forge of (in, mc 
Was fit for the grand devils naromering ? a 
Or wavt ambition that this damned faft C 
Should tell the world you know the fins you a& ? 

The infamy this ſuper-treaſon brings , 40 


Blafts more than murders of your ſixty Kings , 
A crime fo black, as being advis'dly done, 
Thoſe hold with theſe no competition, 


K ings 
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i1gs onely ſuffered then; in this doth lie 
Th' Afaflination of Monarchy, 
| Wcyond this fin no one ſtep can be trod. 
| Aſfnoc © attempt depoſing of your God. 
40h were you ſo engag'd, that we might ſee 
Heavens angry lightening *bout your ears to flee, 
Till you were fhrivePd to duft & your cold Land 
'Parchr tg a drought beyond the Lyb1an (and ! 
But *cis reſerv*d till Heaven Plague you worſe; 
[Be obje&s of an Epidemick curſe. | 
Firſt, may your brethren, to whoſe viler ends 
Your power hath bawded, ceaſe ro be your 
friends ; 
And prompted by the diate of their reaſon , 
Reproach the Traitors though they hug theTrez- 
And may their jealoufies encreaſe & breed,( ſon; 
Till they confine yoar ſteps beyond the Tweed, 
In forraign Nations may your loath*d name be 
A ftigmatizing brand of infamy ; 
{Till forc'd by general hate, you ceaſe to rome 
| The world, and for a plague co live at home : 
il] you reſume your poverty and be 
Reduc'd to beg, where none can be (o free 
Oo grant ; and may your {cabby Land be all 
[ ran{lated co a general Hoſpital. 
er not the Sun afford one gentle ray, 
{ 0 give you comfort of a Summers day £ 
but, a8 a guerdon for your traiterous war, 
ive cheriſh'd only by the Northern ftar. 
o ſtranger deign to viſit your rude coaft , 


bad be, to all but Þaniſhe men, as loſt, Ang 
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And ſuch inhightning of the inflifion due, H 
Let provok'd Princes ſend them all to you. , 
Your State a Chaos be, were not the Law , C 
But power, your lives and liberties may awe. y 
No ſubje& *mongſt you keep a quiet breft, (beft; | 
But each man ftrive throvgh blood to be the; F 
Till, for thoſe miſeries on us youre brought, 7 
By your own ſword our juſt revenge be wrought] » 
To ſum up all let your Religion be | 
As your Allegiance, mask'd hypocrilie : (7 
Untill, when Charls, (hall be compos'd in duſt, * V 
Sg 
T 
1 


Perfum*®d with Epethites of good and juſt ; 

He ſav'd, incenſed heaven may have forgot 

T' afford one a& of mercyto a Scot ; | 
Unleſs that Scot deny himſelf, and do in 
( Whats caſjer far ) renounce his Nation too, In 


Rupertiſmus, 


O That I could but vote my (elf a Poet i 
Or had the Legiſlative Knack to do it ! 
Or like the DoRors militant, could get 
Dub*d at adventures Verſes Bannerext ! 
Or had [ Cacus trick, to make my rimes 
Their own Antipodes and track the times. 
Faces about, fayes the Remonſtrant ſpirit, 
Allegiance is malignant, Treafon merit : 
Huntington colt that povg'd the ſage Recorder, 
Might be Rturgeon now, and paſs by Order. ' 
Had | 


14d 1 bat Elfings gift ( that ſplay-mouth'd bro- 


ther | 
| That 40M one way, and yet means another ; 
Could I but wrice a ſquint ; then (Sir) long fince 
a You had been ſung, A great and glorious Prince, 
ry [had obſery*d the language of the dayes ; 
"© /Blaſphem?d you, and then periwig'd the phraſe 
h With humble ſervice, and ſuch other Fuftian , 
>" Bells which rung backward in this great combu- 
|] had revil'd you and without offence (flion. 
| The Literal and Fquitable Sence ( do'c 
| + Would make it good: when all fails that will 
| Sore thar diſtinRion cleft the Devils foot, 
| This were my diaſe&, would yourHighneſs pleaſe 
Toread me but with Hebrew ſpeAacles ; 
[Interpret Counter, what is crofs rehers'd 2 
» {Libels are commendation when revery'd : 
; Juſt as an Optique glaſs contraAs the fight 
| At one end but when turn?d, doth mnltiply'c 
| But youre inchanted, Sir, you're doubly free 
From the great guns, and ſquibbing Poetry ; 
Whom neither B3/bo, nor invention pierces, 
Proof even *gainſt th? artillery of Verſes. 
;Strange! that the Muſes cannot wound your Mail; 
[1f not their art, yet let their ſex prevail. 

At that known Leagure where the bonny Beſſes 
ouppli'd the bowſtrings with their twiſted trefſes 
Your ſpels could nere have fenced you ev'ry arow 
Had ſancd your noble breft & drunk the marrow; 

or _ like white powder makes no noiſe; 
d | ad yet the filent bypocrit deftroys;) Then 
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Then ufe the Nuns of Helicoz with pity ; 
Left I arton tell his Goſſips of the City , 
That you kill women too ; nay maids and ſuch 
The General wants Militia to touch, | 
Impotent Eſſex, is it nota ſhame , 
Our Common-wealth, like to a Turkiſh Dame , 
Should have an Eunuch Guardian ? may ſhe be 
Raviſh'd by Charles, rather than ſav'd by thee. 
But why my Muſe like a Green: fickneſs Girl, 
Feed'ſt thou on coals and dirt ? a gelding Eart 
Gives no more relith to thy female palat, 
Than to that Aſs did once the thifile (allat , 
Then quit the barren thearmn, and all at once 
Thou and thy fifters, like bright Amazo ns, | 
Give Rypert an alarum, Rupert ! one 

- Whoſe name is wits (uperfeRation :; 
Makes fancy, like eternities round womb, þ 
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Unice all valour, preſent, paſt, to come. 
He who the old Philoſophy controuls , 
That voted down plurality of fouls : 
He breaths a grand Committee ; all that were 
The wonders of their age, conſtellate here. 
And as the elder fifter, growth and (ence | 
(Souls paramount themſelves Jin man commence 
But faculty of Reaſons Queen, no more 
Are they to him, who were compleat before, 

« Ingredients of his virtne. Thread the beads 
Of Ceſars as great Pompey, and the Sweeds , 
And *cis a bracelet fit for Kyperts hand , 


Þy whigh that ya Trjumvirat is ſpand, 


Here, | 
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| Here,here izPalmeftry;here you may read(bleed, 
How lonz the world ſhall live , and when?*c thall 
N | What ever man winds on, that Knpert hath; 
| For nature rais'd him of che Publique Faith, 
Pandora*s brother to make up whoſe fore , 
The Gods were fain to rvn upon the ſcore, 
Such as the Painters Breve for Venus face, 
Ttem an eye from Fane, alip from Grace. 
| Let Iſaac and his Citts flay off the plate 
i] That tips their Antlers for the calf of State 3 
Lex the zeal-rwanging noſe that wants a ridge, 
Snuffling devoutly, drop his filver bridge, 
Yes, and the goſſip -(poon angment #he (um ; 
{Although poor Caleb loſe his Chriftendome 
Rupert cur weighs that in his fterling (elf, 
Which te (elf want paies in commuting pelf. 
Pardon great Sir, for that ignoble crew ( you, 
' Gains, when made bankrupt inthe ſcales with 
As he who in his CharaRer of lighe 
Stil'd it Gods ſpadow made it far more bright 
By an Eclipſe fo glorious ; light is dim, 
And a black nothing, when compar'd to him, 
v0 ”cis illuftrious to be Ruperts foil, 
.« |And a juſt trophee to be made his ſpoil, 

\Fle pin my faith on the Diurnals (leeve 
ereafter,& the Guild-HallCreed belieye(hears 
he conqueſts which the Common-Councit 
ith their wide li*ning mouth from the great 
(That ran away in triumph ; ſuch a foe . ( Peers 

an make them vigors in their oyerthrow, 
& | Where 
"4 
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Where providence and valour met in one, 
Courage ſo poiz'd with circumſpe&ion, 
That he revives the quarrel once again 

Of the ſouls throne, whether in heart or brain 2 
And leaves it a drawn match ; whoſe feavor can 
Hatch him, whomNature poach*d but half a man, 
His trumpet like the Angels at the laſt, 

Makes the (cul riſe by a miraculous blaft. 

T*was the mount Athos carv*d in ſhape of man. 

( As *twas defiv*d by th* Macedinian ) 

Whoſe right hand ſhould a populous Land con- 
The left {hould be a chanel to the Main ( tain ; 
His (pirit might imforme th* amphibious figure , 
Yet firajght-lac*d ſwears for a Dominion bigger : 
The terror of whoſe name can out of ſeven | 
( Like Faljtaff*s Buckram-men) make fly cleven, 
Thus ſome grow rich by breaking : Vipers thus 
By being \lain, are made more numerous. 

No wonder they*l confeſs no loſs of men, 

For Rupert knocks them till they gig agen. 

They fear the piblets of his train, they fear 

Even his Dog, that four leg*d Cavalier : 

He that devours the ſcraps which Lunsford makes 
Whoſe pture feeds upon a child in ſtakes : 
Who, name but Charls, he comes aloft for him , 
But holds up a Malignant leg at Pym ; 

*Gainſt whom th'aye ſeveral Articles in ſouſe, 
Firſt that he barks againſt the ſence oth” Houie , 
Reſolv*d Delinquent ; to the Tower ſtraight, 
Eicher to th? Lions, or the Biſhops Grate ; 


-= 


Next 
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Next for his ceremonious was o'th* tail, 
But there the ſiſterhood will be his bail, 

At leaſt the Counteſs will, Luft's Amfterdam, 
That lets in all Religions of the Game. 

Thirdly, he ſmells intelligence, thars better, | 
And cheaper too than P:w's, from his own letter, 
Wbo's doubly paid (fortune,or we the blinder ) 
For making plots, and then for Fox the finder; 
Laſtly, he is a Devil without doube 

For when he would lie down, he wheels about; 
Makes circles and is couchant in a ring, 

And theretore ſcore up one for conjuring, 

What canſt thou fay,thou wretch ? O Quarter 
I'm bur an in{trument,a mere $S, Arthar {quarter 
If { muſt hang, O ler not our fates vary; 

Whoſe office *tis a like to ferch and carrye 

No hopes ofa reprieve the mutinous ſtir 

That ſtrung the Jeſuit, will diſpatch a cur. 

Were l a Devil, as the Rebel! fears, 

| ſee the Houſe would try me by my Peers. 
There fowler, there | ab Fowler !*{t *ris nought, 
Whate're the accuſers cry,they'r at afault; 

And Glyn and 2faynard have no more to ſay, 
Then when the glorious Srrafford ſtood at Bay. 
Thus Labels bur annext to him we ſee, 

Enjoy a Copybold of Victory. 

S. Peters ſhaddow heal'd 3 Kypert is ſuch 
"Twould find $. Peters work, yet wound as'muchz 
He gags their guns, defeats their dire intent, 
The cannons do bur liſp and complement! 
| Sure 
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Sure Fove deſcended in a leaden ſhower 
To get his Perſeus > hence the fatal power 
Of ſhot is ſtrangled : bullets thus alli'd, 
Fear to commit an AR of Parricide, 

Go on brave Prince, and make the world confeſs 
Thou art the greater wgrld, and that the leſs; | 
Scatter th* accumulative King, untrulſs 

That five-fold fiend, the States Smefymunue, 
Who place Religion in their Vellam ears, 

As in their Phylacters the Jewes did theirs. 
England's a Paradiſe (and a modeſt word) 

Since guarded by a Cherabs flaming ſword. 

Your name can ſcare an Atheiſt to his prayers; 
And cure the Chin-cough better then the Bears. 
Old Sby/ charms che Torh-ach with you; N arſe | 
Makes you {till children, and the pond'rous curſe 
The clowns ſalute with, is deriv*d from you, 
(Now Rupert take thee, Rogue, how doſt tho do!) 
In fine, the name of Rzpert thunders fo, 
Kimboltox's but a rambling Wheel-barrow. | 


BE - | 


Epitaph on the Earlof ST & a ror. 


Huddled up *twixe fit and juſt 
Strafford, who was hurried hence 


Fre lies wiſe and valiant duſt, 
*Iwixt ereaſon and convenience. q 


- ” 
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_ He ſpent his time bere in a miſt, 


A Papsſt, yet a Calviniſt, 


| His Princes's neareſt joy and grief: 
$ 


He bad, yet wanted, all relief: 

The Prop and Ruine of the State, 
The peoples violent love and hate. 
One in extreams loy*d and abhorr'd ; 
Riddles lie here, andina word, 

Here lies blood, and let it lie 
Speechles (till, and neyer cry. 


— — 
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Epitaphium 7home Comitis 
Straffordis, &C. 


EX uree (air ,tuumque, ſolus qui potis es, feribe Emtaphinm 
Nequit Wentworrhi non eſſe facundus, vel Cinis, 
Effaie Marmor, &+ quem cepiſti comprebendere , 
Matte & Exprimere, 
Candidins meretur uma, quam quod rubris 
Votatum eſt liters, Flog'um. 
Arlas Regiminis Monarchici h:c jacet laſius3 
Secunda Orbis Britannici in'elligentiaz 
Rex Politig &+ Prorex Hiberniz; 
Straftordij, & Virtutum Comes; 
Mens Jovis, Mercurii ingenium, & lingua Apollinis; 
Cuz Anglia Hiberniam debuit, ſeipſam Hibernia: 
Sydus Aqui/onicum; quo ſub rubicuada weſpera occidentes 
Nox ſimul & dies viſa eſt; dextroque oculo flevit, 
Levoque letata «ft Anglia. : 
Theatrum Honoris, itemque Scena calamitoſa Virtutis, 
Aftoribus, morbo, morte, & invidta, 
Dna ternys animoſa Regais, non vicw tamens 


d oppreſſzt. 
le prep. . 
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Fic incliaauit Heros (non minus) Caput 
Bellue (vel fic ) multorum Capitum. 
Merces furoris Scotict, preter pecuni as. 
Erubuit ut tctigit ſecuvis, — 
Similem quippe nuaquam deguſtavit ſanguinen, 
Monſtrum narro; ſuit tam inſenſus Legibus, 
Ut prius legem quam nata foret, violavitz 
Hunc tamen non ſuſtulit Lex. 
Verum neceſſitas, non babens Legem. 
Abi viator, cetera memorabunt pofierts 


_ 


On the Arch- Biſhop of 


CANTERBVRY. 


| Need no Muſe to give my paſſion yent, 

He brews his tears chat ſtudies to lament. 
Verſe Chymically weeps, that pious rain 
Diſtill'd with Arc, is but the ſweat o'th' brain. 
Who ever ſob'd in numbers? can a groan 

Be quaver'd out by ſoft diviſion? 

Tis true, for common formal Elegies, 


er" m.. 


oo»: ac Dy Ba, 


Not Bu/hel's wells cag match a Poets eyes: 

In wanton wma hee"l tune his tears 
From a Geyeva ]ig up to the Sphears. 

But when he mourns at diſtance, weeps aloof, 


Now that the Corduit head is our own roof, 
Now chat che fate is publick, we may call 

It Britains Velſpers, Englands funeral. 

Who hath a Pencil to expreffe the Saint, 

But he hath eyes roo, waſhing of the paint? 

_ . There 


—__ 5 
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There is no learning, but what tears ſurround, 
Like to Scths pillars in the deluge drown'd. 
There is no Church, Religion is grown 

From much of late, that ſhe's increas'd to none. 
Like an Hydropick body full of Rheumes, 

Firſt ſwels into a bubble, then conſumes. 

The Law is dead, or caſt into a trance, 


1 Andby a Law dough-bak d, an Ordinance. 
3 The Liturgy, whoſe doom was voted next, 
! Dy'das a Comment upon him the Text. 


There's nothing lives: life is, ſince he is gone, 
But a Nocturnal Lucubration. 


| Thus have you ſeen deaths Inventory read, 


In the ſum total-Canterberie's dead, 
A fight would make a Pagan to baptize 


| Himlelf, a Convert in his bleeding eyes 


Would thaw the rabble, that fierce beaſt of ours 


| (That which Hyena like weeps and devours) 


Tears that flow brackiſh from their ſouls within, 

Not to repent, but pickle up their fin. 

Mean time no ſqualid grief his look defiles, 

He guilds bis ſadder face wich noble ſmiles: 

Thus the worlds eye with geconciled ſtreams 

Shines in his ſhowers, as iFhe wept his beams. 

How could ſucceſs ſuch villanjes applaud? 

The State in Strafſora.teil, the Church in Laxd, 

The twins of publick rage adju1g'd ro die, 

For treaſons they ſhould aR by Prophecy, 

The fats were done before the Laws were made, 

The Trump turn'd up after rhe Game was plaid, 
E 3 Be 
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Be dull, great ſpirits, and forbear to climb, 
For worth is ſin, and eminence a crime. 

No Church-man can be innocent and high, - | 
*Tis height makes Grantham ſteeple ſtand awry. || 


EY 


——— 


OnF.W. A,B. of York. 


Ay, my young Sophiſter, what thinkſt of this? |} | 
Chimera'sreal, Ergo falleris. © 

The.Lamb and Tyger, Fox and Gooſe agree, 

And here concorporate in one Prodipie. 

Call an Har/pex quickly: let him ger 

Sulphur and Torches, and a Lawrel wet 

To purifie the place, for ſure the harms 

This Monſter will produce, tranſcend his charms | 

*'Tis Natures Maſter-piece of Error, this, , 

And redeems whatever ſhe did amiſs 

Before, from wonder and reproach ; this laſt 


Legirimateth all her by-blows paſt. 
Low here a general Metropolitan, , 
An Arch-prelatick Presbyterian ; f 


Behold his pious garb , Canonick face, 
A zealous Epiſcopo*«Maſtix Grace, (brother, 
A fair Blew-apron'd Prieſt, a Lawn-fleevd 
One leg a Pulpit holds, a tub the other. 

Let's give him a fit name now, if we can, 
And make th' Apoſtate once more Chriſtian. 
Pryoreus we cannot call him, he put on 


Fls change of ſhapes by a ſucceſſion; 


( 
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Nor the Welch Weather-cock, for that we find, 
At once doth onely wait upon the wind: + 
Theſe ſpeak him nor, but if you'l name him right, 


| Cali bim R. 1491ous Hermaphvodite, 


' His head I'th tanttified mould is caſt, 
} Yet iticks thiabominable Miter faſt ; 


He {till retains the Zord/bip and the Grace, 


| Andyet hath got a reverend Elders place, 


| Such aRs multnecds be his, who did deviſe 
| By crying altars down to ſacrifice 


To private malice ; where you might bave ſeen 
Kis conſcience holocaulted to his ſpleen. 


| Unh-ppy Church ! che Viper that did ſhare 


[ 


4 
jp 
: 
| 
f 


| Thy greateſt honours, helps to make thee bare, 


And void of all chy dignities and ſtore 3 
Alas | thine own fon proves the forreſt bore: 
And like the Dam- deſtroying Cuccow he, 
When the thick ſhell of his Welch pedigree, 

By thy warm foſt'ring bounty did divide : 

And open, ſtraight thence ſprung forth parricide 
As if 'twas juſt revenge fhould be diſpatche 

In thee, by th'Monſter which chyſelf hadſt harche. 
Diipair not though, in Wales there may be pot, 
As well as L:ixcoluſhire an-antidote, {head 
*Gainſt the tour ſt venome he can ſpit, though's 
Were chang'd from ſubtle gray to poys'nous red 
Heaven with propitious eyes will look upon 

Qur party, now the curled thing isgon , 


' And chbaſtiſe Rebels, who nought elſe did miſs 


To fill che meaſure of their {ins, bur bis 3 
E 4 Whoſe 
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Whoſe foul unparallel'd apoſtaſie ; 

Like to his ſacred charaRer ſhall be 
Indelible, when ages then of late 

More happy grown with moſt impartial fate, 
A period rq his dayes and times ſhall pive, 
He by ſuch Epitaphs as this ſhall live / 


Here Yorks great Metropolitan 5s laid, | 
Who Gods Annointed axd his Church betraid. 


( 
I ee er ee eo. Hm - —_— : — — —— | 
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Mark Anthan Y. ; 


\F Hen as the Nightingale chanted her | 1 
Veſpers, 
And the wild Forreſter conch'd on the ground, 
Yen inyited me in the evening whiſpers, 
Unto a fragrant field with Roſes crown'd ; 
Where ſhe before had ſent, 
- My wiſhes complement, 
Unto my hearts content, 
Plaid with me on the green, 
Never Mark Anthony 
 Dallied more wantonly x 
With the fair Egyptian Queen. | 


he 5 


Firſt on her cherry cheeks | mine eyes fcaſted, 
Thence tear of ſurfeiting made me retire ; 


- * 


Next | 
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Next on her warmer lips, which when | taſted, 
My duller ſpirits made active as fire , 
Than we began to dart 
Each at anothers hearr, 
Arrowes that knew no {mart : 
Sweet lips and {miles berween, 
Neyer Mark Cc. 


Wanting a glaſs to plate her amber treſles, 
W hich like a bracelet rich decked my arm, 
Gawdier than 7+» wears, when as ſhe graces: 
” 7ovewith embraces. more ſtately than warm.- * 
y Then did ſhe peep in mine 
; Eyes humour Chryltaline;, 
; lin her eyes was ſeen, 
cr} As if we one had been, 
b Never Mark Cc. 


Myſtical Grammar of amorous glances, 
Feeling of Pulſes the Phyſick of Love, -* '* 
Rhetorical courtings and Muſical dances , * 
Numbring of kiſses Arichmertick-Prove,' - + / 
Eyes like Aſtronomy, - Dm 1A 
Streight limb'd Geometrie ; 
In her hearts ingeny bu ingot dl 
x Qur wits are ſharp and keen, | 
| Never Mark Anthony 
Dallied more wantouly 


With the fair Agyptian Queen, 
RE 


POS MS. 


The Authours Mock-Song to 
Mark Anthony, 


V Hen as the Night-raves ſung Plato's 
Mattons : 


And Cerberus cried three Amens at an howl : 
When night-wandring Witches pur on-their pat* 
Mid-night as dark as their faces are foul : (tins, 
Then did the furies doom 
Thar the Night-mare was come ; 
Such a miſ- ſhapen Groom 
Puts down Sv. Pomfret clean. 
Never did /ycabmus 
Touch ſuch a filthy Sus, 
As this foul Gyplie Quean. 
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Firſt on her Goosberry cheeks | mine eyes blaſt- 
Thence fear of vomiting made me retire, (ed, 
Unto her blewer lips,which when 1 caſted, 
My ſpirits were duller-than Dun in the mire. 
But then her breath took place, 
Which went an Vſhers pace, 
And made way for her face, 
You may gueſs what I mean. 
Never did Incubus 4 
Touch ſuch a filthy Sus, | 
As this foul Gypſie Quean, ' 


£ l 
! 
i 


Like Snakes ingendring were platted her treſles 
Orlike ſlimy ſtreaks of ropy Ale 3 
_— 7 Vg- 
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Uglier than Envy wears, when ſhe confeſſes 
Her head is Periwig'd with Adders taik. 


But as ſoon as ſhe ſpake, 
S | ] heard a barſh Mandrake: 
Laugh not at my miſtake, 
Her head ts FEpicene. 
Y F Nexer did, &c. 


** 
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Myſtical Magick of conjuring wrinckles, 
Feeling of pulſes, rhe Palmeltry of Hags, 
Scolding our be.ches for Rhetorick, twinkles 
With three teeth in ber head like to three gaps: 

Rainbows about her Eyes, 

And her noſe weatherwiſe: 

From them th' Almanack lies 

Fr:ft, Pond, and Riveys clean, 

Never did, &c. 
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How the Commencement grows. 
new. 


T is no Carranto news I undertake, (make, 

New teacher of the town, 1 mean riot to __ 
No New- England voyage my Muſe does intend, 
No nei fleet, no bold fleet, nor bony fleer ſend: 
Bur it you'l be pleas'd to hear but this dicry, 
Ietell you ſome news as true and as wirty3 

And how the Commencement- grows nw, <e 
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See how the Symony DoRors abound, 
All crowding to throw away fourty pound; 


(vapour, | 


Tiiey*l now in their wives ſtammel Petticoats 
W-thout any need of an Argument draper, 
Bebolding to none; he neither beſeeches 


3s friend for Ven'ſon, nor tother for ſpeeches, | 


And ſo the Commencement grows new. 


Every twice aday teaching-Gaffer 

Brings up his Eaſter book to chaffer, 

Nay ſome take degrees, who never bad ſteeple ;/ 
(people 

Whoſe means like degrees, comes from places of 

They come to the Fair, and at the firſt pluck 

The Toll-man Barnaby [trikes *um good luck. 

Ana ſo &c. 


The Countrey Parſons they do not come up 
On Tueſday night in their old Colledg to ſup, 
Their þellies and Table-books equally full, 
Their next le&ure dinner their notes forth to pull; 
How bravely the 47arg:: profeſſor diſputed, 
The Homilies urg'd, and the Schoolmen contated! 
| Ana ſo &c. 

The Inceptor brings not his father, the clown, 
To look with his mouch at his Grogoram gown, 
With like admiration to eat roaſted biet, 

Which invention pos'd bim beyond Trent belier 
Who ſhould he but hear our Organs once ſound, 
Could ſcarce keep his hoof from Salengers round, 


" And ſo &c. Tte 
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The Gentleman comes not to ſhew us his ſatrin, 
To look with ſome judgment at himthat ſpeaks 


Latin, : 
To be angry with him that makes not bis cloaths, 


* Toanſwer, O Lord Sir,and take play-book oaths 


CORES. Ro... 


And at the next Bear-baiting (full of his ſack) 
To tell his Comrades our Dilcipline's flack, 
And ſo KC. 


We have no Prevaricators wit, 


' Ay marry Sir, when have you had any yet? 


Beſides no ſerious Oxford man comes, 


| Tocry down the uſe of ſeſting and Hums. 


Our ballad, believe'r, is no ſtranger than true, 
Aun Salter is ſober, and fack Aarrin coo, 
And ſo the Commencement grows new, 


4 c—_ — 


The Hue and Cry afcer Sir 
fohn Presbyter, 


wW [th hair in Characters, and Lugs in Text; 
With a ſplay mouth,& a noſe circumflext 
With a ſer ruffe or Musket bore, that wears 

Like Cartrages, or Linnea bandileers, 
Exhaulted of their ſulphurous contents, 

In Pulpit fire-works, which that Bombal vents, 


| The N egative and C ovenanting Oath, 


Like two Muſtachoes, iſſuing trom his mouth: | 


On 


7h POEMS. 
The buſh'upon his chin / like a carv'd ſtory; 
Ina box knot) cut by the Direftory: 
Madams C onfeſſion hanging at his ear, (Wheye: 
Wire- drawn through all the queſtions, How and 
Each circumſtance fo in the hearing felt, (gel; 
That when his ears are cropt , bee'l count chem 
The weeping Caſſock ſcar'd into a Jump, 
A ſign the Presbyter's worn to the ſtump: 
The Presbyter though charm'd againit miſchance 
With the Divine right of an Ordinance. 

If yorr meet any that do thus attire*um, 

Stop them, they are the Tribe of Adoniram, 
What zealous frenzie did the Senare (eize, 
To tear the Rocher to ſuch rags as theſe? 
Epi[copacy minc'd, reforming T weed 
Hath ſent us Rats, even of her Churches breed, 
Lay-interlining Clergy, a device Lice, 
That's nick-name to the {tuff call'd Lops and 
The bealt at wrong end branded, you may trace 
The Devil's footſteps in his cloven tace. 
A face of ſeveral pariſhes and ſorts, 
Like to a Sergeant ſhav'd at Inn's of Courts. 
What mean theſe Elders elſe, thoſe Kirk- Dra- 
Made up of Zars & Ruffs iike Dxcatoons, (goons 
That Hierarchy of Handicrafts begun, 
Thoſe new Exchange-men of Religion? (out 
Sure they'r the Antickbeads, which plac'd with- 
The Church,do gape, and diſembogue a ſpour: 
Like them above the Commons houſe have been 
90 long without, now both are gottenin 3 « 
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Then, what imperious in the Biſhop ſounds, 
The ſame the Scots Executor rebounds. 
« | This ſtating Pre/acy , the Claſſick rout, 
3 © That ſpake ir often, e'reitſpake ir out; 
* Sobyan Abbies Sceleton of late, 
I heard an Eccho [upererogate 
1 Through imperfettion, and the voice reſtore, 
; Az if ſhe had the hiccop ore and ore , 
| Since E our mixt Dioceſans combine 
Thus to ride donble in their Diſcipline, 
* That Pauls ſhall to the Conſiltory call 
| 4 Dean and Chapter ont of Weavers-Hall; 
| Each at the Ordinance for ta aſſiſt 
| With the tive thumbs of his groat-changing f/f. 
Down DragoneSynod with thy motly ware, 
| t Whils we do ſwagger for the Common- Prayer, 
'T: hat Dove- like Embaſie, that wings our ſenſe 
| © T heavens gate in ſhape of innocence. 
» Pray for the Miter'd Anthors,and defie 
* Theſe Demicalters of Divinity. 
' Fer where Sir John with Jack of all trades joynr, 
: His fingers thicker than t he Prelates Loyns. 
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The Antiplatosich, 


Or ſhame, thou everlaſtip Woer, 

Still ſaying grace, and never falling to her ! 
Love that's in contemplation plac't, - 
Is Venus drawn but to the watt, 


Unleſfs 
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Unleſs your flame confeſs it's gender, 
And your parley cauſe ſurrender, 

Ye are Salamanders of a cold deſire, 

That live untoucht amid the hottelt fare. 


What though ſhe be a Dame of ſtone, 
The Widow of P:gmalios ; 

As hard and as relenting ſhe 

As the new-cruſted N1obe, 

Or what doth more of Stature carry, 
A Nun of the Platonick Quarry ? ] 
Love melts the rigour , which the Rocks have | 
A Flint will break upon a Feather-bed ( bred, 


For ſhame you pretty Female Elves, 
Ceaſe for to candy up your ſelves : 
No more, you ſectaries of the game, 
No more of your calcining flame. 
Women commence by Cxpids Dart, 
As a King hunting dubs a Hart : 

Loves voraries inthrall each others ſoul 
Till both of them live bat upon Parol,, 


Vertues no more in Woman-kind 
But the Green ſickneſs of the mind. 
Philoſophy their new delight, 

A kind of Char-coal appetite : 
There is no Sophiſtry prevails. 
Where all convincing love aſſails; 
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But the diſputing petticoat will warp, 
As $killful gamefters are to (eek at ſharp. 


The ſouldier that man of Iron 

Whom ribs of Horror all inviron; 

Thar's ſtrung with Wire, inftead of Veins, 

In whoſe imbraces your in chains, 

Let a Maegnetick girl appear, 

Straight he turns Cpids Curiafier, 

Love ſt-rms his lips, and takes the Fortreſs in 
| For all the briſled turn pikes of his chin, 


5 | Since loves Artillery then checks 
The breaft works of che firmeft ſex, 
| Come lers in affe&ions riot, 
Thare fickly pleaſures keep a Diet: 
2 Give me a lover bold and free, 
3 Nor Eunvcht with formality: 
+ Like an Embafſador that beds a Queen 
| With the nice caution of a (word between, 
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An Elegie upon Door Chaderton, the firft Ma- 
ſter of Emanuel | Colledge in Cambridge, being 
above an hundred years old when he died, 


Occafioned by his long deferred FUNERK AL 


x (dear Saint) that we ſo late 
With lazy fighs bemoan thy fare; 

And with an after-ſhower of verſe, 

And tears, we thus bedew thy herlſe; 

Till now (alas) we did not weep, 
Becauſe we thought thou didft but ſleep: 
Thou liv'df fo long, we did not know 
Whether thou couldſt now die or no: 
We look'd fill, when thou thould'|t ariſe , 
And'ope the cafements of thine eyes: 

Thy feet, which have been us'd ſo long 
To walk, we thought muſt till go on; 
Thine eares after an hundred year, 
Might now plead cuſtom for to hear: 

Upon thy head that reverend ſnow 
Did dwell fome fifty years ago, 

And then thy cheeks did ſeem to have 
The ſad reſemblance of a grave. 

Weret thou ere young! for truth I hold, 
And do believe thou wert born old; 
Ther's none alive I'me ſure can ſay 
They knew thee young, but always gray: 
And haft thou now, venerable Oak, 
Decline at deaths unhappy Rtroak? 


MF Tell me(dear Son) why didft thou die, 
128 And leav's to write an Elegy? 
We're young (alas) and know thee nor, 
Send up old Abraham and grave Let, 
Let them write thine Epitaph, and tell 
The world thy worth, they kend thee well: 
When they were boys they heard thee preach, 
And thought an Angel did them teach. 
Awake them then, and let them come, 
And ſcore thy vertues on thy tomb, 
7 That weat thoſe may wonder more, 
C Than at thy many years before, 


MARIES SPIKENARD 


Hall I preſume 
S Without Perfume 
My Chriſt to meet 
T hat 1s all ſweet 


3No,'le make moſt pleaſant poſies? 
Catch the breath of new blown Roſes: 
Top the pretty merry flowers, 
JWhich /augh in the faireſt Bowers 
WWhoſe ſweetneſi Heaven likes ſo well, 
t ftoops each morn to take a ſmel]. 
Then Vle fetch from the Phenzx neſt 
he richeſt Spices, and the beff, 
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Precious Ointments | will make, 
Holy Myrrhe and Alves take; 
Yea coſtly [prkenard” in whoſe (mell 
Sweerneſs of al! Olours dwell. 
I'le get a box to keepit in, 
Pure as his alablaſter 5hin. 
And then to him [| zimbly fly : 
Before one fickly minute fie 
This box I'l break, and on his head, 
This precious Ointment will 1 ſpread, 
Till ev*cy lock, and ev'ry hair 
For ſweetnels will his breath compare: 
But ſure the odour of his +kin 
Smels (ſweeter than the ſpice l bring. 
Then with bended knee Pl greet 
His holy and beloved feet ; 
I'le waſh them with a weer ing eye, 
And then my lips ſhall kiſs them dry: 
Or for a towel he ſhall have 
My hair, ſuch flax as nature pave. 
Buc if my wanton locks be bold , 
And on thy ſacred feet takes hold, 
And curle themſelves about, as though 
They were loth for tolet thee go. 
O chide them not and bid away, 
or then for greif they will grow gray, 
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CHRONOSTICON 
Decollationis C AR O L I Regis trice(i- 


mo die Fannarii, (ecunda hora Pomeridiana 


Anno Dom. MDCXLVIII. 


Ter Teno lan Labens ReX SoLe CaDente 
CaroLVs eXVrVs SoLlo SCeprroqve SeCVre, 
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HARLES ah forbear, forbear ! leſt 


Mortals prize 
His name too dearly and Tdolatrize 


' $His Name ! Our Loſs Thrice curſed and forlorn 


40 


Be chat Black night, which uſher'd in this morn, 


CHARLES our Dread Sovyeraign !——hold ! left 
Out Lawed ſenſe, IS. 
Bribe and (ſeduce tame Reaſon to diſpenſe 


E Wich thoſe Celeftial powers; and diftruſt 
JHeay'n can behold ſuch treaſon and proye Juſt. 


ICHARLES our Dread Soveraign's murther'd ! 


tremble ! and (Land, 


View what Convulfions ſhoulder-ſhake this 
Court, City, Country, nay three Kingdoms run - 


Totheir laſt ſtage, and ſet with him their Sun, 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign's murther*d at 
His Gate / 


Fell Fiends!dire Hydra's of a ſtiff-neck'd-State! 


E 3 Strange. 


by 
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Strange Body politick (whoſe members ſpread, 
And monſter like, (well bigger then their 
HEAD. 


CHARLES of great Britan! He ! who was 
the known 

King of three Realms lies murther®d in his own. 

He! He! who liv'd and Faith's defender ftood, 

Dy'd here to Sub-Baptize it.in his blood. 


No more, no more, Fam*s Trump ſhall Eccho all | 

The reſt in dreadful Thunder, Such a Fall 

Great Chriftendom ne*re pattern'd; and t'was 
firange 

Earth*s Center reePd not at this diſmal Change. 


The blow firuck Britain blind, each well ſet 

By diſlocation was opt offin HIM, (Limb 
And though ſhe live*s ſhe live's but to condole 
Three bleeding bodies left without a Soul, 


Religion put's on black , ſad Loyalty 

Bluthes and mourns co (ee bright Majeſty 

Butcher'd by (ach Afaſfinates; nay both 

m—— God, *gainſt Law, Allegiance, and their 
ath 


Farewell ſad Iſle Farewell thy fatal Glory 
Is Sum'd, Caft up , and Cancelld in this Story. 
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AN ELEGIE. 


Upon King CHARLES the Firſt mwurthered 
publickly by His Sujefs. 


X/Ere not my Faith boyd up by ſacred blood, 
It might be drown'd in this prodigious flood, 
Which reaſons higheſt ground doth fo exceed, 


I Ic leaves my ſoul no Anch'rage,bot by Creed; 
| Where my Faith refting on th* Original 
| Supports it ſelf in this the Copres fall; 


So while my Faith floats on that Bloody wood 
My reaſon's caſt away in this Kel flood; 
Which ne're ore*flows us all: Thoſe ſhowers paſt 


I Made but. Land-floods, which did ſome vallies 


This Eroke hath cut the only neck of land( waſt: 
Which between us, and this Red-ſea did ſtand; 
That covers now our world, which curſed lies 
At onee with two of Egypts progidies; 


| O're caft with darkneſs, & with :blood o're run 


And juſtly fince our hearts have theirs out done 
Th' Inchanter led them to a leſs known ill, 

To aA his fin, then *cwas their King to kil; 
Which crime hath widowed our whole Nation 
Voided all Forms, left but privation 

In Church and State; inverting ev*cy right; 


| Brought in Hells State of fire withoyr light; 
{No wonder then, if all good eyes look red, 


Waſhing their Loyal hearts from blood ſo ſhed; 
F4 The 
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The which deſerves each pore ſhoulq turne an 
To weep out, even a blovdy Agony, (eye, 
Let nought then paſs for Muſick but (ad cries 
For beauty bloodleſs cheeks, & tlood-ſhot eyes, 
All colours foil but black,al! odours have 
Wiſcent but Myrrhe, incens*d upon this Grave; 
It 5otes a Few, noi to believe us much, 

The clexer wade by a religious touch 

Of their dead bydy, whom to jndge to dy, 
Seems the Jedajral impiery, 

To kill the King, the *pryit Legion paints 


His rage with Law, the Temp e and the Saints, 


Bat the rruth is, he fea'2d and did repine, 
To te caft our, and back into the (ſwine; 

And the ca'e holds, in chat the Spirit bends 
His malice in this AR, againſt his ends; 

For it is like the ſooner hee'] be ſent 

Out of thar body he would Rill corment: 

Let Chriſtians then uſe otherwiſe this blood, 
Deteſt the AR, yet turn it to their good; 
Thinking how like a King of death he diem 
We eaijly may the world and dearth de-piſe: 


Death had no ſting for him, and its ſharp arm, | | 


Only of a!l the rroop, meant him no harm. 

And ſo he look*d upon the Ax as one 

Weapon yet left, to guard him to his Throne 

In his great name then may his ſubje&s cry, 

Death thou art ſwallowed up inV idory, 

If this our loſs a comfort can admit, 

*Tis that his narrowed Crown is grown __ 
0! 
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For his enlarged Head fince his diſtreſs; 

Had greatned this, as it made thar the leſs; 

His Crown Was faln uuto too low a thi: g 

For him. who was becom ſo great a King: 

So the (ame hands inthrond him in that Crown 
They had exalted from him, nar pulPd dawng 


{ And thus Gods truth by them hath rendered 


more 
Than ere mans falshocd promiſed to reftore 
Which fince by death alone he could artain, 
was yet exempt from wea: nels, and from painz 
Death was enjoyn'd by God, to touch a part; 


| Might make his paſſage quick ne're move his 


ne 


heart, 
Which ev'n expiring was fo far from death, 
It (ceem'd but co command away his breath, 
And thus his Soul, of this her criumph proud , 
own, fg a flaſh of lightning, through the 
clo: 
Of fleſh and blood ; and from the higheſt line 
Of humane vertve, paſs*d to be divine ; 
Nor is*t much leſs his vectues to relate, 
Than the high plories of his preſent ſtate ; 
Since both hen paſs all a&s, but of be'cif, 
Silence may veal the one, the other greif. 
And fince, upon the Diamond, no leſs 


— ThanDi«monds, will ſerve as to impreſs, 


V:e onely wiſh that for his Elegie 
This our Fofias had a Feremie, 
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ANELEGIE 
The beſt of men 
On <7 The meekeſt of Martyr, 
CHARLES the 1. &c, 


Oes not the Sun call in his light; and day 
[ BJr% thin exhalation melt away ! 

Both wrapping up their Beams in Clouds to be 
Themſelves tloſe mourners at the Obſequie 

Of this great Movarch? does his Royal Blood, | 
Which th? Earth late drunk in ſe profuſe a flood | 
Not ſhoot through her affrightned womb, and 
All her convulſed Arteries to ſhake, (make 
Solong, till thoſe hinges that ſuſtain, | 

Like Nerves, the frame ofnature, ſhrink again 
Into a ſhuffled Chaos? Does the Sun | 
Not ſuck it from its liquid Manfion, d : 
And Still it into vap*rons Clouds, which may 
Themſelves in bearded Meteors diſplay, 

Whoſe ſhaggy and diſheveld beams may be 

The tapers at this black ſolemntie? 

You Seed of Marble in the Womb accurſt, 
Rock'd by ſome ftorm, or by ſome Tigrefs nurſt, 
Fed by ſome Plague, which in blind miſts was 

To ftrew infe&ion on the tainted World (hurld 
What fury charm'd your hands to A&a deed, 
Tyrants to think on would not weep, but bleed 
And Rocks by inftin& ſo reſent this FaQ, 
They? into Springs of cafie tears be flack'd. 


Say 
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Say ſons of tumults, fince you think it good 

Stil to keep up the Trade, and Bath in Blood 
Your guilty hands, why did yon then not ſtate 
Your {laughters at ſome cheap & common rate? 
Your gluttonus and laviſh Blades might have 
Devoted Myriads to one publick Grave; 

Y | Andlop'd of thouſands of ſome baſe alay, 

| Whilſt rhe ſame Sexton that inter'd racir clay, 
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© | Inathe ſame Urn their names too might in tomb: 
, | But when on him you fixr your fatall Doom, 

» |} Yougaye a blow to .nature,fince even all 

- $ The ſtock of man now bleeds too in his fall - 
" | Could not Religion, which you oft have made 


| Aſpecioas gloſs your black acfhgns to ſhade, 
{ Teach you, that we come nearer Heaven when 
! Are ſuppled into afts of Clemency? f we 
And copy out the Deity agen, \ 
1 When we diftil our mercies upon men? 
7 But way do [ deplore this ruine? He 

+ Onely (hook off his frail Humanity? 
| And with ſuch calmneſs fell,he ſeemed to be 

2? Even leſs unmov'd and unconcern'd than we; 
; And forc*d us from our Throws of Grief to ſay, 
\ | We onely died, he onely liv'd that Day: 

} Sothat his Tombis now his Throne become 
T'inveſt him with the Crown of Martyrdome: 
And death the ſhade of nacure did not ſhroud 
His Soul in miſts, but its clear Beams uncloud, 
That who a ftar in our Meridian ſhone, 
la Heaven might ſhine a Conftellation., 


Upon 
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Upon the Death of CHARLES 
the Firſt 


Reat ! Good! and Juft ! could T but rate 
My greifs, and thy too rigid fate, 
I'd weep the world couch a ftrain, 
As it ſhould Delvge once apain, 
But fince thy loud rongu'd-blood demands ſup= 
plies, 
More trom Briareus hands, than Argus eyes, 
Ple ting thy obiequies with Trumper ſounds, 
Aud write thy Epitaph with Blood and Wounds, 


M ONTROSE:' 


7ritten with the point of his ſword, 


ITED —— CB” OED Eros 


: 


A D- | 


| 


% 
mn... ne OO I OO Eon, —_— = 
- 


ADDITIONS 


The Publick Faith, 
jp off my Maſters: *Tis your pence a 


piece , 
Faſan Medes, and the golden fleece; 
What fide the line good Sir? Tigris, or Po? 
Lybia? Fapan? Whick? or Tradinktido ? 
St. Kits ? St. Omer ? on St: Margarets Bay? 
Preſto begon ? or core aloft ? what way? 
—_— or Kuap? the Cog? low Dice? or 
igh? 
By all che hard names in the [Letany. 
Bell, Book, and Candle, and the popes great toe 
I conjure thy account; Devil ſay no. 
Nay fince I miſt untcuſs Gallants look to*t, 
Keep your prodigious dift:nce forty faot, 
This is that Beaſt of eyes in th* Revelations 
The Baſ(ilisk has twifted up three Nations, 
Ponteus Hixius Hoxius, full of tricks, 
The Lottery of vulgar Lunaticks, 
The Knapſack, of your flare, the thing you wiſh 
Magog and Gog ftew'd in a chafftendiſh. 
A bag of ſpoons and whiftles wherein,men 


May whiſtle when they ſee their plate agen, 
Thus 
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Thos far his infancy; His ricer age 
Requires a more myſterious folio page. 
N ow that time ſpeaks him perſeR, and ':is 
pity, 
Todandie him longer in a cloſe Committee, 
Theelfdares Peep abroad, the pretty fool 
Can wag withont a truckling ftanding-ftool; 
Revenge his mother's infamy and ſwear 
Hee's the fair offipring of one half-ſcore 
year? 
The Heir ofthe Houſe and hopes, the cry 
And wonder of the Peoples miſery. 
Tis true, while as a puppy it could play 
For thimbles, any thing to paſs the day 
But now the Cub can count, arithmetize, 
Clinck Maſenello with the Dake of Guiſe: 
Sign for an Irifh purchaſe, and traduce 
The cy#d from their DoArine to their [[(e, 
Give its Dam ſuck,and in a hidden way 
Drink up arrears « tergo mantica, 
An everlaſting Bale, Hell in trunk.hoſe 
Lincaſed the Divel s Don @uixot in proſe. 
The Beaſt and the falſe Phrophet twin'd toge- 


ther, 
The ſquint-eyed emblem of all forts of wea-» 


ther. 
The refuſe of that Chaos of the earth, 
Able to give the world a ſecond birth; 
Afﬀfrick.avaunt ! thy trifling monſters glance 


But Sheep-cyed to this Penal Ignorance | 
That 


| 


| 
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That all the prodigies broughe' forth before 
Are but Dame Natures bluſh left on the ſcore, 
This ftrings the Bakers dozen, chriftens all 
The croſs-leg'd hours of time finze &dam's fall. 
The publick faith? why?cis a word of kin, 
A Nephew that dares Cozen any fin 
A term of Art, great Behomoth*s younger Bro» 
ther 
Old Machaviel and half a thouſand other; 
Which when ſubſcrib'd writes Legion, names 
on Truſs, 
Abaddon, Belzebub, and Incubus, 
All the Vice-Rogzes of darkneſs, every (pell 
And Fiend wrap*d in a ſhort Triffyllable. 
But | fore-ftall the ſhow. Enter and ſee, 
Salute the Door , your Exit (hall be free. 
In breif *tis call'd Religious eaſe or loſs, 
For no o1s ſuffered here to bear his croſs. 


A Lenten Lecany, 


Compoſed for a confiding Brother, for the benefit 
and edification of the faithfnl Ones 


| Ow villany dreft in the doublet of zeal, 
From three Kingdoms bak'd in one Com- 
mon-weal, 
From a gleck of Lordes Keepersof one poor Seal, 
Libera nos &c, 
From 
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From a Chancery writ, and a whip and a bell, 

From a Juſtice of peace that never covJd (pell, 

From Collonel Pride and the Vicar of Hell, 
Libera 10s, & Cc, 


From Neat*s feet without ſocks, and three pen. 
ny- pies 

From a new ſpring lighr, that will put out ones 
eyes, | 

From Goldſmiths hall, the Devil, and Excize 


Libera nos,&c:; 


From two hours talk, without one word of 
. ſence, 
From liberty ſtill in the future tenſe, 
From a Parliamems Long-wafted conſcience. 
Libera nos &c* 


From a Coppid crown Tennant prick'd up by a 
Frother, | 

From damrable members and fits of the mother. 

From ears like Oyfters that grin ar each other 


Libera nos, Ofc, 


From a Preacher in buff, and a quarter-ſtaff- 
fteerle, 

From «& unlimited foveraign power of the 
People ; 

From a Kingdom that crawls on its knees like a 

Creeple, Libera nos, &c, 


— 


} 


c$ 


* 


POEMS 7 vy 
From a vinegar Prieſt on-a Crab-tree ſtock, 
From a foddering of prayer four hours by the 
Clock, | 
From a holy Siſter with a pitiful Smock, 
Libera nos, &c. 
m—_ 
From a hungerſtary'd Sequeſtrators maw, 
From Revelations and viſions chat never man 
ſaw, 
From Religion without either Goſpel or Law, 
/ 277E Libera nos ,&c. 


From the Nick and Froth of a penny pot-houſe, 


From the Fidle and Croſs, and a greatScotch' 
Loule, 
From Committees that chop up a man like a_ 
Mouſe , 
Libera nos,&c. 


From broken ſhins and the blood of a Martyr, 
From titles of Lords and Knights of the 
Garter, 
From the' reeth of Mad-dops, and a Countrey- 
mans quarter, 
Libera nos, Cc. 


From the Publique Faith,and an eppe and butrer, 
From the Iriſh purchaſes and all their c{utrer, 
From Omega's noſe, when he fetcles to ſpurter,  - 
YR Libera nos,&c. 
GC From 
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From! the zeal of old Harry lotk'd up with 5 
Whore. 
From waiting with plaints at the Parliament 
door, = 
From the death of a King without why or where- 
_—_ 4 


Libera nos, &c. 


I From the French diſeaſe, and the Puritan Fry, 

| From fuch as nere ſwear, but deyoutly can lye, 

From cutting of capers-full three ſtories high , 
Libera nos, Ce 


From painted glaſs and Idolatrous cringes, 

From a Presb:tcrs Oath that turns upon hinges , 

From Weſtminſter Jews with Levitical tringes, 
Libera nos, 


| From all that is ſaid,and thouſand times more, 
1 From a Saint and his charity to the Poor, 
[ From the plagues that are kept for a Rebell in 
ſtore, | 
Libera nos, CFC 


The ſecond Part, 


Hat if it pleaſe thee to aſſiſt 
Our Ap:taturs and their it, 
And Hemp them wich a gentle twilt, | 
ny Dueſumns te , &C. 
That 


COL 
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That it may pleaſe thee to ſuppoſe 
Our actions are as good as thoſe 
That gull the people through the noſe, 
Dueſumu tee 
That it may pleaſe thee here to enter 
And fix the rumbling of our center, 
For welive all at peradventure. 
Dueſumns te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee to unite 
The flefh and bones unto the ſprite, 
Elle faith and literature good night. 
Dueſumw te, Fc. 
That it might pleaſe thee, O that we 
May each man know his Pedigree, 
And fave that plague of Heraldry, 
Dueſumm te, &c, 
That it may pleaſe thee in each Shire, 
Cities of retuge Lord to rear, 
Thar failing Brechren may know where, 
Dueſumns te, 
Thar it may pleaſe thee to abhor us, 
Or any ſuch dear favor for us 
That thus have wrought thy peoples ſorrows; 
Lneſumm te, Fe; 
That it may pleaſe thee to embrace 
Our dayes of chanks and {zſling face, 
For robbing of thy holy place, 
Dueſumns te, &c- 


. That 
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That it may pleaſe thee to adjourn 
The day of Judgment, leait we burn, 
For lo! it is not for our turn, 
Queſumnus te, Oc, 
| That it may pleaſe thee to commit. 
A cloſe Committee there to ſit, 
No Devil to a Humane wit! 
Dneſumns te, Cc. 
That it may pleaſe thee to diſpence 
A little for convenience, 
Or let us play upon the ſenſe, 
Dueſumas te, Cc. 
That it may pleaſe thee to embalm 
The ſaints in Robin Wiſdom's Pfalw, 
And make them Muſical and calwe, 
Dneſumns te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee ſince *tis doubt 
Satan cannot throw Satan Out, 


Unite us and the Highland rour, 
| Dueſumus te, &c. 


A hueandcry after the 
Reformation. 


Rich in their ruined ſepy)chres, 
V Vken Saints forſake their painted glaſs, 
To meec their worſhip as they paſs; 


VV Hen Temples lie like quarter'd Quarres, ; 


OO” CO ————r——_ - 


POEMS, 

When Altars grow luxurious with the die 
Of Humane blood, 

Is this the flood 
Of Chriſtiamrie? 

When Kings are cupb-arded like cheeſe, 

Sights to be ſeen for perce a piece, 

When Diadems like Brokers tire 

Are cultom'd reliques ſet to bire ; 

When Sovereignty and Scepter looſe their 
Stream d into words (names 
Cary'd out by ſwords, 

Are theſe refining flames? 

When ſubjects and Religion ſtir 

Like Meteors in the Metaphor ; 

When zealous hinting and the yawn 

Excile our AZiniver and Lawn; 

V Vhen blue digreſſions fill the croubled air: 
And th' Pulpit's let 
To every ſet 
That will uſurp the Chair; 

Call ye me this the nights farewell 

V Vhen our noon day s as dark as Hell? 

How can we leſs than term ſuch lights 

Eccleſiaſtical Heteroclites? 

Bold ſons of Adam when in fire you crawl 
Thus high to be 
Pearch'd on the tree, 

Remember bur the fall. 

VVas it the glory of a King 

To make him great by tuffering? 

G 3 VVas 
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Was there no way to build God's Houſe 
| Bur rendring of it infamous? | 
If this be then the merry ghoſtly trade, 

To work in gall, 
Pray take it all 
Good brother of the blade. 

Call it no more the Reformation 
According to the new tranſlation: 

Why will you wrack the common brain 
With words of an unwonted ſtrain, 

As Plunder ? or a Phraſe in ſenſes cleft? 

When things more high 

May well ſupply, 

And call it down right thefc. 
Here all the Schoolmcy and Divines 
Conſent, and ſwear the naked lines 
Want no expoundins or conteſt, 
Or Bellarmine to break a jeſt, 

Since then the Heroes of the Pen with me 

Nere ſcrue the ſenſe 

With difference 

We all agree agree, 
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A Comittce, | 


Aſt Xnaves my afeers, fortune guide the 
chance, 
No packing, 1 beſeech you, no by-glance 
To mingle pairs, but fairly ſhake the bag, 
Cheats in their ſphears like ſubtle ſpirits wag, y 
r 
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Or if you pleaſe, the cards run as they will, 
There 1s no choice in fin and doing 1!l. 
Then happy man by's dole, luck makes the ods, 
He a&s molt bigh that belt qutdares the gods, 
Theſe are that Raw-bone Herd of Pharach's Kine, 
Which eat up all our fatlings,yer look lean, 
Theſe are the afrercſaps of bloody ſhowces h 
Which , like che Scots, comes for your gude and 

yours. 
The gleaners of the field, where,ifa man 
Eſcape the ſword that milder frying pan, 
He leaps into the fire, cramping the claws 
O. ſuch can ſpeak no Eogliſh but the cauſe 
Under that foggy term, that inquiſicion, 
Y are wrackt at all adventures 0» /#/ſpition: 
No matter whars the crime,a good eltate's 
Delinquency enough to ground their hates, 
Nor ſhall calm innocence fo ſcape, as not 
To be madeguilty or at leaſt fo thought, 
And if che ſpirit once inform, beware, 
The fleſh and.world but renegadoes are. 
Thus one concluded, out the Teazers run 

A\l in fall cry-and ſpeed till ac s undone, 
$50 that a poor: De/iaquentfleecd an torn, | 
Seems like a man that's creeping through a horn, 
Finds a ſmoorh entrance, wide and fic, but 

when 
He's ſqueez d and forc'd up through the ſmaller 
end, 

Q 4 He 
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He looks as gaunt and pin'd, as he that ſpent 
A tedious twelve years in an eager Lent, 
Or Bodies at the Reſ#urretftion are 
On wing, juſt rarifying into aire, 
'The Emblem of a man, the piried Caſe, 
And ſhape of ſome ſad being once that was. 
The Type of fleſh and blood, the Skelecon 
And ſuperficies of a thing that's gone. 
The winter quarter ofa lite, the tinder 
And body of a corps ſqueez'd to a cinder, 
When no more tortures can be thought upon, 
Mercy ſhall low into oblivion 
Merciful Hell ! thy Judges are but three, 
Ours multiform, andin plurality ! 
Thy calmer cenſures low without recal, 
And in one doom ſouls ſee their final all. 
VVe travel with expeRance: Suft rings here 
Are but the earneſts of a ſecond fear, 
Thy pains and plagues are infinite'tis true 
Qurs are not only infinite but new, 
So that the dread of what's to come exceeds 
The anguiſh of that part already bleeds. 
This only difference ſwells 'twixt us and you, 
Hell has the kinder Dev:/s of the two. 


ON 


KL 
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On the happy Memory of Alderman Hoyle 
that hang d himſelf. | 


LL bail tair fruit! may every Crabetree 
bear 
Luch bloſſoms, and fo loveiy every year ! 
Call ye me this the ſlip ?marry it is well, 
Z achens {\ip'd to Heaven, the 1 hief co Hell: 
Bur if the Saints thus give the lip, *cis need 
To look about us to preſerve the breed, 
Ttrare of the Running game, and none,to poſt 
In nooſes, blanks the reck*ning with their Hof. 
Here's more than T-uſſam ccrdum 1 ſuppoſe 
That knit this knot, guilr ſeldome {ingly goes 7 
A wounded foul clote coupled with the ſence 
Ot fin, payes home irs proper recompence, 
Bur hark you Sir, if ba(te can grant the time, 
See you che danger yer what *tis to climbe 
In Kings prerogatives? things beyond juſt, 
VVYhen Law ſeems brib'd co doom them, muſt be 
cruſs'd, . 
Burt O I ſmell your plot ſtrons through your 
hole, 
*Twas buc to cheat the Hang: man of yourcloaths. 
Elſe your more active hands had fairly ftay'd 
The leaſure ofa Pſalm: das bas pray'd, 
But later crimes cannot admit the paule, 
They run upon effe&ts more than the caule, 


Yet 
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Yer let me ask one queſtion, why alone ? 
One member of a Corporation ? 
Tis clear among(t Divines, bodies and ſouls 
As joyntly active, fo their judgement rowles 
Concoidant in the ſentence; why not ſo 
In earthly lufferings? Srazes attended go. 
But I perceive the Knack: Old women fay, | 
And be t approv'd, each dop ſhall have his day. | 
Hence ſweep the Almanack: Lilly make | 
room, 
And blanks enough fot the new Saints to 
come. 
All in Re# letters ©: as their faults have been 
Scarlet, ſo Iimbe their Anniver/e of (in, 


And to their childrens credits and their wives 


Be it {till ſaid, They leap fair for their lives. | 


Platonick Love. 


Egon fantaltick whimſey hence begon | 

I ſlight thy dreams, I'me no Cameleon, 
Nor can | feed on Ayry {moaky blifles, 
Or baic my {trong deſire with ſmiles and kiſſes: 
Old T anal as well may ſurteit on 
Theflying ſtreams by contemplation. 


Give me a minute's heaven with my love, 
Where 1 may roule in pleaſures far above 


The 
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| Theidle fancy of the ſoul's embrace, . 

| Wheremy ſwift hand way raviſh all the grace 
| Ot beauties wardrobe,where the longing bride 
May tealt her ſelf, yer nere be latis fied. 


Blaſpheme not {ove with any other name 

Than an enjoyment kindled from rhe flame 

Of panting breaits, mixc 1n a ſweet dehre 

Of ſometi ing more than barely to admire. 

Though ſighs and (igns may make the pulſes 
beat, 

Acion's the bellows that preſeryes the heat. 


If all content were placed in the Eye, 

And thoughts comp:12z'd the whole telicitie: 

Pictures might court each other, and exchange 

Their whice-lime looks, woo hard, and ſeem 
{trange: 

| *No! Love requires a quick and home embrace, 
*Nor can it dwell for ever on the iace. 


© YVhat-eyer glories Nature's tender care 
a * Compiler © make a piece divinely rare, 
| IYare bur the {weet allurements of the Eye 
* Fixt on a {tage to carch the ſtanders by, 
© Or like rich £1945 oppos'd to open fight 
. © To tempr the Traveliers to {tay all nigh. 


| Yield then (my chaſt C/ariada) once to ſee 
| The ſweet carder of Loves liberty. 


And 
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And feal thy thoughts a grant to underſtand 
The weicome pleatures of a wife well mann'd. 


For all the ſweers miſtaken in a kiſs, 
Are but the empty circumſtance of this, 


® » wc; 


So ſhall a full content wipe out the ſcore 
Of all our ſorrows that have paſs'd before. 
Not a ſad (gh ſhall ſcape unſatisfied, 
Which1n ics matters paflion wept and died; 
But like a 5ea made ſubject to our Oars 


We'l hoiſeup fail, and rouch the wiſhed Shoars, ' 


Chriſtmas Day. 


Or the Shuttle of an inſpired Weaver bolted againſt 
the Order of the Church from its [olemnity. 


yt maſs? Give me my beads: The word 
implies | 

A plot, by its ingredient Beet and Pies / 

A feaſt Apocryphal, a Popiſh rite 

Kneaded in dough / beloved) in the night ; 

The night (beloved) that's as much to ſay 

(By late tranſlation) nor in the day. | 

An annual dark.lanthorn bee , | 

Catesby and Faulx bak'd in conſpiractie , 

The Hierarchy of Rome, the Triple-Crown 

Confeſs'd in 77i«ng/es, then ſwallowed o_ LG 

it 
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| With Spaniſh ſack; the eighty eight Armade 


Newly preſented in an Ovenaas. 
O Calvin! now wy Cavſe upon thee fixes, 


| Were ere ſuch dregs mixt with Geneva fixes? 


! The cloyſter'd iteaks with ſalt and pepper lie 


Like MV nnes with patches in a onaſt*'rie. 


+ Prophaneſs in a Conclave? Nay much more 


” Oon—_— 


Jdolatry in craſt! Babylcn's Whore 


| Rak'd from the Grave, and bak'd by hanches, 


3 
IIS, * 


Serv'd up in Coffins to ungodly men. (then 


| Defil'd wich tuperſtition, like the Genriles 


rd 


Ofold, that worſhip'd Omen, Roots, and Lentils) 

Did ever fohn of Leyden prophecie 

Of ſuch an Antichriſt as pudding. pie? 

Beloved, tis a thing when ir appears, 

Enough to ſet the Saints all by the ears 

In ſolving of the text, a doubctul fin 

Reformed Churches nere conſencedin. (pray, 
Bur bold (my Brethren) while | preach and 


' Me thinks the Afanra melts and waſlts away 


1 am a man asall you are, have read 


Of Peters ſheer, how he devoutly fed 


Rd Ss. OO 6s. 


Withour exception, therefore to diſpence 

A litle with the worm ot Conſcience, 

And bend unto the creature, | proteſs, 

Zeal and a Pie may joyn both in a Vels . 

The deareſt ſons may ecre, then why a ſinner 


May 1 not eat? fince Hxgh eat three to dinner. 


Pix 
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Pix Memoritzx 


DoXQtiſs. Reverendiſſimique in Chriſto Patris, Jo* 


hanzis Prideaux quam noviſiime YV:gornie E- | 


piſcopi,harumque triſtiflime lachrymarum Pa* 
tron nec non defunci, 


BY 4 ſtruant alii,lachrymiſq, altare refundant, 
Lnor um triftitia fata pianda cadunt. 
Talia pracurrant cineres monumenta puſilli, 
Lures melos.& tumulum fama gemenda petit.- 
Hic neque Pyramidum, nec inertis monſtra Coleſſt 
Poſcuntur ſubito corruitura ate. 
Gloria ſecurs confidentiſſima Cel 
Non vocat hec ſtellu aftra minora [us. 
Sic tus aſcendit currna, digniſime Preſul, 
Terrent miſerans futile honorts onus. 
Sed ve Zodiaco n:ſtro, ve {Phebe ) trementi, 
Ortus enim patrie lux tencbraque fwuit. 
In te florutmus, tecum decerpimnr omnes. 
Et Pater & punati: Molliter oſſa cubent, 
Parva tegant tenues C aperti funera fletus, 
T anta ruant ſuperis damua ſilenda meats, 


Ob. 


IJ 
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Obſequies, 


On that right reverend Father in God John Pris 
deaux laze Biſhop of Worceſter deceaſed. 
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F* by the fall of Lyminaries we =. 
May fately gueſs che world's Cataſtrorhe , 

The ſigns are all fulfill d, the Token's flown, 
| (Thar ſcarce a man has any of his own ) 

Only the Fews converſion ſome doubr bred, 
| Bur that's confuted now the Do&or's dead, 

Great Atlas of Religion ſince thy tate 

' Proclaims our loſs too ſoon, our tears too late, * 
| Where ſhall our bleeding Church a Champion 
; Tograſp with Hereſie? Or to maintain ( gain 
' Her confli& with the Devil ? For the ods 

Runs byaſs'd (ix to four againlt the gods, 
; Heil liſts amain, and the engagement flies 
| With winged Zeal through all che Sectaries, 
| That ſhould ſhe ſoundly inco queſtion tall, 
| We were within a Fore of none at alt. 
| Bur can this hap upon a ſingle death ? 
Yes : For thou wert the treaſure of our breath 
That pious Arch whereon the building ftood, 
Which broke,the whole's devolv'd into a flood, 
An inundation that ore bears the banks 
And bounds of all religion : If ſome Ranks 


Shexe 
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Shew their emergent heads ? Like Seth's famed 
ſtone, 

Tlyare monuments of thy devotion gone ! 

No wonder then the rambling Spir:cs tray, 

In thee the body fell, and ſlipt away, 

Hence 'tis the Pulpit ſwells with exhalations, 
Intricate none-ſenſe travell*d from all Nations, 
Notions refin'd to doubts,and maxims ſqueez'd 
VVith tedious hick-ups till the ſence grows 

freez'd. 

If ought ſhall chance to drop we may call 

good, 
*Tis thy diſtinAtion makes it underfiood. 
Thy glorious Sun made ours a perſe& day, 
Our influence took its being from thy ray. 
Thine was that Gideon's fleece, when all {tood 
dry, 
Pearl'd with celeſtial dew, ſhow:r'd trom on high 
(ſpread, 
But now thy night is come, our ſhades are 
And living here we move among the dead. 
Perhaps an 1gn# faturs now and then 
Starts up in ho'es,(tinks and goes out agen. 
Such Kicksee Winſee lames ſhew but how dear 
Thy grear lights reſurreRtion would be here. 
K Brother with five loaves and two ſmall fiſhes, 
A table book of ſighs, looks, and wiſhes, 
Srartles Religion more ar one ſtrong doubt, 
Than what they mean when as che canGle's out. 


But 
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Bat | profane thy aſhes/gratious Soul ) 

Thy ſpirit flew coo high to truſs theſe fonl 
Gnoſtick opinions, Thou defired'ſt to meet, 

' Such renents thar durit fand vpon their feer, 
And beard the truth with as intens'd a zeal 

As Saints upon a faft night quilt a meal. 

R ome never irembled till thy piercing eye 
Darted her through,ond cruſt'd the miftery. 
Thy Revelation made Sr. Foby's compleat, 
Babylon fell indeed bur *twas thy ſweat 
And oyl perform*d the work ; to what we ſee 
Foretold in mifty-types broke forth in thee 
Some (hallow lines were drawn and ſconces 

made 
By ſmatterers in the arts, to drive a trade 
Of words between us, but that proved no 

more 
Then threats in cowing feathers to pive ore- 
Thy fancy laid the $S1edg that wrought her fall 
Thy batteries commanded round the wall: 
Nat a poor loop: hole error could ſneak by, 
No not the A4bbeſs to the Friery, 
Though her diſguiſe, as cloſe and ſubtly good 
As when ſhe wore the Mozk's hoſe for a hood, 
And if perhaps their French or Spaniſh wine 
Had fill}d them full of beads and Bellarmine, 
That durſt falley or attempt a guard, 
O! how thy buſy brain would beat and ward? 
Rally_! and reinforce! rout! and releivye ! 
Double referyes! and then an onſet give 

4 H Like 
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Like marſhall'd thunder back*'d with flames of 
Fire 

Storms mixt with ſtorms ! Paſſion with Globes 
of ire ! 

Yet ſo well diſciplin*d that judgment ftill 

Sway'd, and not raſh commiſſionated will: 

No; words in thee knew order, time , and place, 

The inſtant of a charge, or when to face: 

When to purſue advantage, where to halt," 

When to draw off, and where to re-afſault. 

Such ſure commands ftream'd from thee , that 
*twas one 

With chee to vanquiſh, as to look upon : 

So that thy ruined Foes groveling confeſs 

Thy conqueſts were their fate and happineſs. 
Nor was it all thy bufineſs here to war 

With forreign forces: But thy ative ftar 

Could courſe a hcme-bread miſt, a native fin, 

And ſhew its guilts degrees, how, and wherein; 

Then ſentence and expell it: Thus thy Sun 

Aneverlaſting Gage in labour run; 

So that its motion to the eye of man 

Wav*d Pill in a compleat Meridian. 
But theſe are but fair comments of onr loſs, 

The glory of a Church now on the Croſs : 

The tranſcript of that beauty once we had, 

Whilef with the luſtre of thy preſence clad: 

But thou arc gone ( Brave ſoul) and with thee all 

The Gallantry of Arts Polemicall, 


Nothing} 
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Nothing remains as Primitive but talk, 

And that our Prieſts again in Leather walk : 
A Flying Miniſtry of horſe and foot, 

Things that can ſtart a Text and nere come tot; 

Teazers of doarines, which in long {leev*d 

Run down a ſermon all vpon the nofe: (proſe 

Theſe like dull glow- worms twinckle in the 
night, 

The trighted Land- Skips of an abſent night. 

But thy rich flimes withdcawn, Heaven caught 
thee hence, 

Thy glories were grown ripe for recompence: 
And therefore to prevent our weak effaier, 

Th'art crown®d an Angel with ccoleftial Bayes: 

And there thy raviſh*d Soul meets field and fire, 

Beauties enough to fill its ftrong deſtre, 

The contemplation of a preſent God, 


| Perfe&ions in the womb, the very road 


And Eſſences of vertues as they be 


| Streaming and mixing in Eternity. 


Whiles we poffeſs our ſouls but in a vail, 
Like earth confined, catch heaven by retail. 
Such a dark-lanthorn age, ſuch jealous dayes, 
Men tread on Snakes, {leep in Battaliaes, 
Walk like Coneſſors, hear but muſt not ſay, , 
What the bold world dares a&,and what it may, 
Yet here all votes Commons and Lords agree, 
The Crofeer fell in Laud, the Church in thee, 


H 2 On 
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Ox the death of his Royall Majeſty Charles 
late King of England,&c, 


Hat went you out to fee a dying King? 
Nay more, [ fear an Angel ſuffering. 

But what went you out to fee a prophet (lain ? 
Nay that, and more, a martry*d Soveraign. 
Peace to that ſacred duft! Great Sir our fears 
Have left ns nothing, but obedient tears 
To court your Hearſe ? and in thoſe pious flouds 
We live, the poor remainder of our goods. 
Accept vs in theſe latter obſ{equies, 
Thrunplundred riches of our hearts and eyes'; 
For in theſe faithful ſtreams and emanations 
Weare ſabjeas Rtil, beyond all Sequeſtrations. 
Here we cry more than Conquerors; malice 

ma 
mm eftares, bat hearts will fill obey; 
Theſe as your glort's yer above the reach 
Of ſuch, whoſe purple lines confuſion preach. 

And now ( DearSir ) vouchſate us to admire 
With envy your arival, and that Quire 
Of Cherubims, and Angels that ſupply*d | 
Our dutie at your triumphs;where you ride 
With fall cceleftial Foyes, and Ovations 
Rich as the Conqueſt of three ruin*d Nations. 

But *cwas rhe heavenly plor that ſnatc'd you 

hence, 
To crown your Soul with that magnificence F 
An 
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And bounden rites of honour, that poor earth 
Could only wiſh and ſtrangle in the birth. 

Such pitied emulation ftop'd the bluſh 

Of our ambicious ſhame, non-ſuited us, 

For where ſouls a& beyond mortality, 

Heaven only can perform that nbilee. 

? we wraſtle then no more, but bleſs your day, 
And mourn the anguiſh of your ſad delay: 

That ſince we cannot add, we yet ſtay here 
Fetcered in clay, yer longing to appear 

ds } Speftators of your bliſs, that being (hown 

Once more, you may embrace us as your own, 
_ | Where never envy ſhall divide us more, 

$5] Nor City tumults, nor the worlds uproar; 

But an eternal huſh, a quiet peace. 

As without end, ſo flill in the encreaſe, 

Shall lull humanity a ſleep, and bring 

Us equal Subje&s to the heavenly King. 

Till when Ile turn Recuſant, and terſwear 

All Calvin, for ther's Pargatory here. 


s An Epitaph 


Tay Paſſengers, behold and ſee 
dg The Widowed grave of Majeſty. 
Why trembleft thou? her's thatwill make 
a All but our ftupid ſouls to ſhake 
Here lies entomb'd the ſacred duſt 
Of Peace and Piety, Right and juſt. 
H3 


The 
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The blood CO ftart*it not thou to hear # ) 


Ofa King *©wixt hope and fear 
Shed, and hurried hence to be 
The miracle of miſerie. 

Add the ills that K ome can boaſt , 
Shrifc the World in every coaſt, 
Mix the hre of earth and (eas 
With humane ſpleen and Praiſes, 
To puny the record: of time; 

By one grand. Gygaatick crime, 

Then (well it bigg er ll ic ſqueez 

The Globe to crooked hams and knees ; 
Here”s that ſhall make ir ſeem to be 

But modeſt Chriſtianity. 

The Lawgiver amongſt his own, 
Sentenc'd by a Law unknown ; 
Voted Monarchy to death 
By the courſe Plebeian breath : 

The Soveraign of all command 
SufÞcing by a commox hand. 

A Prince to make the odium more , 
Offer'd at his very door. 

The head cut off, oh death to (ec: ! 
In obedience to the feer, 

And that by Zu/tice you muſt know , 
If you have faith to think it ſo. 


We'le ſtir no farther then this ſacred clay, 
But let it {Jumber till the Judgement day. 
Of all the Kings on earth, *tis not denyed, 


Here lies the firſt that for Religion di'd, 
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A Survey of the World. 


He World's a guilded trifle, and the flate 
Of ſublunary bliſs adulterate z 
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Fame but an empty ſound, a painted noiſe, 
A wonder that nere looks beyond nine dayes. 


chance, 


heart, 


weight , 


(ure then 
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Honour's the Tennis ball of fortune: T hovgh 
Men wade to it in blood and overthrow; 
Which like a bag of dice uneven dance, 
Sometime *cis one's, ſometimes anothers 


Wealth but the hngg'd conſumption of that 


That travails Sea and Land for his own ſmart: 
Pleaſare a courily madneſs,a conceit 
' Thar (miles and tickles without worth or' 


Whoſe ſcatter'd reckning when *tis to be paid, 
Is but repentance laviſhly inlaid ? 
The World, Fame, Honour, Wealth,and plea: 


Are the fair wrack and Gemcnies of men, 
Ask but thy Carnal heart if thou ſhouldft be 
Sole Monarch of the Worlds great family, 
If withthe Macedonian Youth there would 
» Not be a corner (till reſerv*d that could 

| Another earth contain ? !f (o, what is 

That poor infatiate thing we may call blis # 


Queſtion 
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Queſtion the loaden Gallaztry a ſleep ; 

What profit now their Lawrels in the deep 
Of deaths oblivion; What their Tr:umph was 
More then the moment it did prance and paſs* 
If then applauſe move by the vulgar cry, 
Fame's bur a glorious uncertainry, 

Awake Sejanw, Strafford, Buckingham, 
Charge the fond-favourites of the greateſt name, 
Whac faith is in a Prince's (mile, what joy 
In chhigh and Grand Concilio le Roy ? 

Nay Ceſar*s (elf that marct;*d his Homurs 
through 

The bowels of all Kingdoms, male them bow 

Low to the ſtirrop of his will and vote, 

What ſafety to their Maſters life they 

brought ? | 
When, in the Senate in his higheſt pride 
By two and thirty wounds he fell and dy'd ! 

If Height be then moſt (uljeR&ed to fate, 

Honour*s the day-(pring ot a greater hate. 
Now ask the Grov ling ſou! , that makes his gold 
His Idol, his Diana, what a cold 
Account of happineſs here ariſe 
From that ingluvious ſurfeir of his eyes ? 

How the whole man's inflav*d to a !ean dearth 

Ot all enjoyment for a little earch ? 

How like Prometheus he doth till repair 

His growing heart to feed the /rltur care. 

Or like a Spider's envious defigns, ( loins 

Drawing the threads of death from her own 
Tor- 
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TorVring his entrails with thoughts of to 
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mors- 


To keep that maſs with grief, he gain'd 
If to the clinking paſtime of his ears 


with 


He add the Orphans cries and Widows tears, 


The Mofick's far from ſweet, andif you 
him, 


Truly, they leave him ſadder than they 


ſound 
(him. 
found 


Now touch the Dallying Gallant, he that lyes 


Angling for babies in his M7/tre(s's eyes, 


Thinks there's no heaven like a bzle of dyce, 


Six horſes and 4 Coach with a device, 

A caft of Lacquies, and a Lady- Bird, 

An Oath in faſhion, and a gcilded (ſword, 
Can ſmoak Tobacco with a face in frame, 


And ſpeak perhaps a line of ſence to th*ame, 


Can (leep a Sabbath over in a bed, 


Or if his play-books there, will ſtoop to read, 


Can kiſs irs hand and cqngey a la mode, 


And when the nights approaching, bolt abroad, 
Unleſs his Honour®s, Worſhip's,Rent's not come; 
So he falls fick, and ſwears the Carrier home, 


Elſe it his rare devotion ſwell fo high 
To waſt an hour-glaſs on Divinity, 


Tis but to make the Church his ſtage, thereby 


To blaze the Taylor in his Ribaldry, 
Ask but the Fay, when his diftreſs ſhall fall 


Like an arm'd man upon him, where are all 


The rofe-buds of his youth 2 thoſe antick 


royes, 


Whezein he ſported out his precious daye:? wt 


What 
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What comfort he colle&s from Hawk or 
Hound? 

Or if among his looſer hovrs, he found 

One of a thouſand to redeem that time 

Periſhed and loft for ever in his prime? 

Or if he dream'd of an eterna! bliſs ? Cthis 

He'le ſwear God damd him he nere thought of 

But like the Epicure ador®d the day 

That hind, roſe up to eat, and drink, and play, 

Knows that his body was but duſt, and die 

It once muſt, ſo have mercy, and God b*wy. 
Thus having travers*d the fond world in breif, 
The luft of the eyes,the fleſb, and pride oflife, 

Urhbiaſs*d ard impartiallity, we ſee 

*Tis lighcer in the ſcale than vanity. 

What then remains, but that we fill ſhould 
firive 

Not to be born to die,but die to live? 


An Old man conrting a Tuong - Girle, 
pg beauteous Nymph, canſt thou em- 


brace 
An Aped, Wiſe, Majeftick grace 
To mingle with thy youthfull flames, 
And make thy glories ftay*d? The Dames 
Of looſer geſture bluſh to ſee 
Thy Lilies cloath*d with gravity: 
Thy happier choice, thy gentle Vine 
With a ſober E/m entwine: 
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Seal fair Nimph that lovely tye 

Shall ſpeak thy honour loud and high. 
Nym. Ceaſe Grandfire lover and forbear 
To canrt me with thy Sepulchre: 


Thy chill December and my May, 
Thy Evening end my Break of Day 
Can brook co mixture, no condition, 
But ſtand in perte& oppotttion. 
Nor can my ative heart imbrace 
A ſhivering, Ague in loves chaſe. 
Only perhaps the lucky ye 
May make thy forked tortune high, 
Man. If fre:ced roots, and beds of down, 
And the wonder of the Town, 
Bended knees, and coftly fare 
Richeſt dainties withour care, 
May temptations motives be 
Here they all atrend on thee. 
And to raiſe thy bliſs the more 
£well thy Trunks with pretious Ore 
The glittering entrails of the Eaſt, 
To varnith and perfume thy neſt. 
Nymph lqueftion nor, Sage Sir,but ſhe 
That weds your brave obliquity, 
Your Tiffick, Rheums, and Soldans face, 
Shall meet with Fretted Roofs apacez 
I fancy not your bended knees, 
Left bowing you can ſprightly riſe; 
Ycur gold coo when you leave to woo, 
WHl quickly become Pretioxs too, 


And 
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And dainty Cates without delight, 

Mey glut the day, but ſtarve the night, 
For when thou boaſts thy beds of bliſs, 


The man, the man, ſtill wanting i. 


Man, Nay gentle Nymph think not my fire 


So quench?d, bur that the ſtrong deſire 
Of Love can wake it , and create, 
New a&ion to cooperate, 
The fparks of youth are not ſo gone, 
But | ay marry, that | can, 
Come ſmack me then my pretry dear, 
Taſte what a lively change is here. 
Why fly*ft thou me ? 
_ Nym. = yce yce begone, 
Claſp me not with thy Frozen Zone. 
That pale aſpe& would beft become 
The ſad complexion of a tombe, 
Think not thy Church yard look (hall move 
My Spring to be thy winters Stove. 
If at the Keſurretiion we 
Shall chance to marry call on me; 
By that time | perhaps may gueſs 
How to bathe and how to dreſs 
Thy weeping legs, and ſympathize, 
Wiuh _—_ lungs and wopper eyes 3 
And think thy touchy paſſion wit, 
Loye diſdain and flatter it ; 
And 'midit this cotiive puniſhment 
Raile a politick content. 


EY 4 oc Sent 9650 


mms a 


POEMS. 
But while the Solſtice of my years 
Glories in its higheſt ſphears, 
Deem nor, I will daign to be 
The Vaſlall of infirmity, 
The skreen of flegmatick old age, 
Decay'd Methuſalem his page. 
No ! give me lively pleaſures, ſuch 
Melt the fancy in the touch; 
Raiſe the appetite, and more, 
Satishe it o*re and ore. 
Then from the aſhes of thoſe fires | 
Kindle freſh and new deſires. | 
So Cyprus be the Scen; Above | 
Venus and the God of love, 
Knitting true love-knots in one 
Merry happy Union. | 
Whiles their feather*d team appears _ | 
Doves and Sparrows in their gears, 
Fluttcing o're the Jovialrie, 
Sporting in lov's Comedy 
Man, Hold haſty ſoul beauty's a flower 
That may periſh in an hour; | 
No diſeaſe but can diſgrace 
The trifling bloſſoms of a face, 
And nip the heights of thoſe fond toyes 
That now are doted on with praiſe. 
The noon-glory of the Sun 
To the ſhades of night muſt come. 
May, for all her guilded prime, 
Has its weak and withering time, 


Nor 


/ 
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Not a bud that ows its birth 

From the teeming mother earth, 
But excels the fading dreſs 

Of a womans lovelineſ:, 

For when flowers vaniſh here. 

They may ſpring another year, 

Bur frail beauty when *s gone, 
Finds no reſurre&ion. 

Scorn me then, coy Nywph no more, 
Fly no higher do not (ore; 

Thoſe pretty rubies of thy lips 
Once muft know a pale Eclipſe : f 
And that plump alluring 6kin ; 
Will be furrow*d deeply in; 

And thoſe curled locks fo bright, 
Time will all be ſnow with white. 

Not a glory not a glance, 

But muft ſuffer change and chance. 
Then, though now you'l not contraft [ 
With me in the marriage 4&, 
Yer perforce chuſe , chuſe you whether 
You and l[ {hail Lye together. 


An Epitaph on his deceaſed Friend. | 


H Ere lies the ruin'd Cabinet ( 
Of a rich foul more highly ſet; þ 
The drofſe and refuſe of a mind | 
Too glorious to be here copfin'd: 


| So whiles he travel'd here beneath, 
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Earth for a while beſpake this ſtay 

Onely to bait and ſo away : 

So that what here he doted on, 

Was meer accommodation ! 

Not that his a&ive ſoul could be 

At home but in eternity. 

Yet while he bleſt us with his rayes 

Of his ſhore continued dayes, 

Fach minute had its weight of worth, 

Each pregnant hour ſome ſtar brought forth, 


He liv*d while others only breath, 

For nota ſand of time flip?d by 

Without its a&ion ſweet as high : 
So good, fo peaceable, (o bleſt, 
Angels alone can ſpeak the reft, 


Mont 1da, or, Beauties Conteſt. 


T Hree regent Goddeſſes, they fell at odds, 

As they fate clole in counſel with the gods, 

Whoſe beauty did excell , and thence they 
crave 

A moderator of the ſtrife to have : | 

But leaft the partiall heavens could not decide 

The grudge, they ftoop to mortals to be try'd, 


Mantled in clouds, then gently down they fall 
Upon Mount Id to appeaſe the braul ; 


Where 
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Where Priam's lovely boy ſporting did keep 
His Fathers lambs and ſnowy flocks of (heep, 
His lilly hands was ſoon ordain'd to be 

The harmleſs Umpire of the tond decree, 


j To him, to him, they gave the Golden ball, 
b! O happy godde(s upon whom it fall ! 
But more unhappy Shepherd, was'*c nor pity, 
Thou didft not fend ir to a cloſe Committy ? 
There,there, thou had'& ſurpaſt what did be- 

fall, 
Thou might't have crowned Oxe,yet pleaſed All. 


Firft then Imperious Juno did diſplay 

Her coronet of glories to the Boy, 

And rang'd her ſtars up, in an arched ring 
Of height and Majeſty moſt flouriſhing, 
Then wealch and honour at his foot did lay 
To be efteem'd the Lady of the day. 


Next Pallas that brave Heroina came, 'L 
The thund'ring Queen of afion,war,and fame, 
Drefs'd with her glittering arms , wherewith ſhe 
layes | —_ 
Worlds waft, and new ones from the duſt can 
Thee, theſe, ſhe tenders him, advanc*d to be, 
W:ch all the wreaths of Wit and Gallantry, 


Laſt Venus breaks forth of her golden rayes, { 
With thouſand Cvpids, crown'd ten thouſand} 
Boys. Spark-} 
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Sparkling through every quadrant of her eyes, 
V Vhich made her beaury in full glory rite ; 
Then ſmiling vow'd fo to ſublime bis parts , 
To make him the great Conqueror of hearts 


Thus poor diſtrafted Pars: all on fire 

Stood trembling deep in doubt what to deſire, 
The ſweet remptations pleaded hard for all, 
Each theatre of beauty ſeem'd to call 

For che bright prize, but be amazed,he 

Could not determine which, which, which was ſhe; 


Atlaſt the Cypriaz Girle ſo ſtruck him blind 

In all the faculties of ſoul and mind, 

That he poor captiv'd wretch wichout delay 
Could not for bear his frailty ro betray, 

But mavugre honour, wiſdome,all above, 

He ran,and kils'd, & crown'd,the 2n:ex of Loves 


Pallas and funo, then in high diſdain 


Took ſnuffand poſted upto heaven again, 


As to a bigh Goprt of appeal, ro be 

Reveng'd on men for this indignity. 

* Hence then it happens that the Bal was loſt, 
* 'Tts two to one, bur love is alwayes croſt. 


Upon 


Fl 
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Upecn a Fly that flew int0 4a Laay's eve , and 
there lay buried in atear. 


Oor envious ſoul | what couldſit thon ſee 
In that bright 076 of purity ? 

That aQtive globe ? that ewinkling ſphear 
Of beauty ro be medling there 2 

Or didſ} thou fooliſhly miſtake 

The glowing morn in that day-break! 

Or was't thy pride to mount fo high 

Only to kiſs the Sz and dye ? 

Or did(t thou think to rival all, 

Don Phaethonjand his great fall ? 

And in a richer Sea of brine 

Drown 1carss again in thine ? 

*Twas bravely aim'd, and which was more 
Th'aſt ſunk the fableore and ore. 

For in the ſingle dearh of thee 

Thyaſt bankrupt all Antiquity, 

Ohad che fair eZgyprian Queen 
Thy-glorious monument once ſeen, 

How had ſhe ſpar'd what time forbids , 
The needleſs tott'ring Pyramids ! 

And in an emulative chafe 

Have begs'd thy ſhrine ber Epitaph? 
Where when her aged marble muſt 
Reſign her honour to the duſt, 

Thou might'ſt have canonized her 
Pecealeg Time's Execntor ? 
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To rip upall the weſtern bed 
Of Spices, where So/ layes his head, 
To ſqueez the Phenix and her neſt 
In one periume thar may write Beſt, 
Then blend the gall'ry of the skies 
VVith her Ser ag/io of eyes, 
T' embalm a name and raiſe a Tombe, 
The miracle of all co come, 
Then, then, compare it: here's a Gemm 
A pearl muſt ſhame andpity them. 
An Amber drop, diſtilled by 
The ſparkling Limbeck of an Eye, 
Shail dazle all the ſhort eſlaies 
Of rubbiſh worth, and ſhallow praiſes 
VVe itrive not then to prize that rear 
Since we have nought to poiſe it here- 
The world's too light. Hence, hence we cry 
The world, the world's not worth a Fly. 


Obſequies, 


To the memory of the truly Neble, Right Valiant; 
and R:ght Honourable, Spencer, Earl of Nor- 
thampron, ſlain at Hopton-field i» Stafford= 
ſhire in the beginning of this Civil War. 


V Hat? the whole world in filence? not a 

rear 
Inunecbrough all the ſpeechleſs Hemiſphear? 
| 13 | 


— 


128 POEMS. 


Has grief ſo ſeiz'd and ſear'd mankind in all 
The conyoyes of Intelligence? Nofall 


Bur thoſe of Waters heard? No Elegies (eyes? 


But ſuch as whine through the Organs of our 

Can Pompey fall again? and no pen ſay 

Here lies che Roman liberty in clay ? 

Or can his blood bow-aie th' Egyprian ſand, 

And the black crime do leſſe than tan the land? 

And make the Region in ſtead of a verſe 

And Tombe, his ſable Epiraph and Herlſe? 
So here Northampton that brave Heroe tell, 

Triumphant Roman, thy pure parallel, 

The bluſh and glory of his age: who dyed 

In all points happy, but the weaker fiat: 

Onely to forreign parts he did not roam, 

The kind Egyptians met him nearer home. 

Both, and ſuch, Cauſes, as the world confeſs, 


There's nought to plead againſt them but acceſs. 


Malignant Lojalty' a glorious fame 
And in, for which God never found a name. 
Which had it ſcap'd the R#br:ick of theſe times, 
Had ſtill continued among Hely Crimes. 
A Text on which we find no gloſs at all 
But in the Alcorn of Goid-{miths Hall 

Now { Great Adolphus) give me leave to ſtir 
The aſhes of thy Urne, and Sepulchre; 
And branch the flowers of the Swediſh glory. 
Asrival'd to the life in our ſad ſtory; 
Yet not impair thy plumes by adding more 
To ſuit chat ſplendor from a neighbour ſhore: 


Not 


| 
; 
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Nor deem thy honor leſs, thus matcht to be, 
If Compton dyed to graſping Viftory, 
An altive ſoul in yallant fury harl*d 
To club with all the Worthies of the world, 
Blind, envious, piping Fort,c! what could be 
The totrecing ground of this thy treachery? 
To itop the ballance of that brave carrear, 
V Vas voch at once thy miracle and fear. 
Walt noc a Pannick dread ſurpriz'd thy ſoul 
Of being made ſervile to his high controul ? 
Bluſh and confeſs poor Caitiff-Goddeſs!. fo 
V Ve'l quit his in thy rea]. overthrow. 
And Death thou worm, thou pale Afaſſi- 
nate! 
Thou ſneaking hireling of revenge and hate, 
Did{t chou not feel an Earth-qake in thy 
bones? 
Such as rend Rocks and their foundations! 
No Tertian ſhivering, but an Age fit 
VVhich with a burning Feaver ſhall commit 
= world to aſhes? when thou ſtol'it,crept{ uns. 
er 
That Helmet, which durſt dare ove and his 
thunder. 
But ſince the Bayes he reacht at grew not here, 
Like a wiſe fouldier, and a Cavalier, 
He left his covetous enemy at bay, 
Rifling the carriage of his fleſh and clay: 
V Vhile his rich ſoul purſued the greater game 
Of Honoxr tothe skies, there fixt his name, 
1 3 I 
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forth, 


Tn him the ſword did glut its ravening eye, 

The reſt that kickt up were the ſmaller Fre. 

Sparks onely of that fire in him deceas'd, 

Nyfles that crackt, and vaniſh North and V Veſt: 
He led the Royal war in ſuch a dy, 

In that dire entrance ofthe Trageap. 
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1 ſhall not therefore yex the Orbes to trace 
Thy ſacred footſteps in that ballowed place, 
Nor ſtart a feigned ſtar, and ſwear it thine, 
Then ſtretch the Coxftellarion to thy line, 
Like a Welch Gentleman that tacks his kin 
To all Coats in the Country he lives in. 
Nor yet, to raiſe thy Flaming Cre, ſhall T 
Knock for the wandring Planets of the skie, 
Perhaps ſome broken beauty of ſtale doubr, 
To comment on her face has hir-d them out. 
Let fame, and thy brave race, thy fatze live , 
The world can never ſuch another give. 
V Vhile each foal {ighs at the ſad chought of 
thee, | 
There fell a Province of Nobility. 
A fall. bad Zea! but husbanded its throat, (Pore 
That ſunk the Foyſe of Lords, and ſav'd the 
They onely State mute citles in their gears, 
He ſingly repreſented all the Peers. 
One, had the enemy imploy*-d their Sch, 
Thoſe Ring wormes of the Church, to beg a neck 
VVith Clandias, tro metropolize all worth, 
Rome, and what ere the ſ#burb-world brought 
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The ſence (Great Charles)no longer to prorogue» 
None but thy ſelf could ſpeak thy Epilogue. 


The London Lady. 


Ently my ſe ! *tis but a tender piece, 
G3, paradox of fumes and Amberegreece. 

| A cob-web-tinder ar a touch cakes fire, 
P The tumbling wherligig of blind deſire, 
Vulcan's Pandora in a Ghry tal ſhrine, 
Or th' old 7zx fac'd with a new painted ſign, 
The ſpotted voider of the Term: in ſhort, 
Chymicall nature phyſick'd into Art. 
But hold rude Satyr,bere a Heftor comes, 
A Coa-piece-Captain,tbat with her ſhares ſums, 
One claims a Joynture in her ſins, the toile 
That puts her oft, like the old man ere while 
That with a dagger cloak,and ho+ boy gapes 
And ſ{queaks for company for the Fack-an- Apes. 
This is che fierce St.George foreruns the waggon, 
And,if occaſion be ſhall kill che Dragon. 
Don Mars the great aſcendant on the road 
When Thomaſe's team begins to jog abroad, 
The hinxer ac each turn of Covent Gard:n, 
The Club- Pickearer, the robuſt Church: warden 
Of Lincolne's Inz back corner, where he angles 
For Cloaks and Hats, and che imall game entan» 
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This 15 the City V/her Rraid to enter 
The ſmall drink country Squires of the firſt ven- 
ter, 


| And dubs them batct'lor Knights of the black 

| Jug 

| Mans them into an oath and the French ſhrug 

| Make's them fine graduates in ſmock-impudence, 

| And gelds them ot their puny Mothers ſence: 

| So that when two terms more, and forty pound 

Reads them acquainted all Gomerrahround, 

Down to their wondring friends at laſt they 

H range, 

if With breeding juit enouph to ſpeak rhem 

[ ſtrange, 

And drown a younger brother in a look, 

Kick a poor Zacquey and berogue the Cook, 

8 || Top a ſmall cry of Tenants that dare ſtir q 

# In no phraſe now, but ſave your Worſhip Sir, ? 
But to return, by this my Lady's up , 

Has ſwom the Ocean of the Cawdle-Cup, 

Convers'd with every waſhing, every ground, 

And Fucus in the Cabiner's to be found, 

Has laid the fix'd complexion for the day, þ 

Her breech rings high Change and ſhe mult a» | 
way. ) 

Now = the Channel towards the Srrand ſhe |' 
glides, - 

| »Flinging ber nimble glances on both ſides , 

4 Like the death-darting Cockarrice (that fly 

: Cloſe Ergineer) that murders through che Fe : 
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The firſt that's tickled with her rumbling wheels 

Is the old Stateſman that in ſlippers reels , 

He wire-draws up his jawes, and ſnuffs, and 
orins , | 


And fghing ſmacks, but for my aged ſhins, 


| My Conclave of diſeaſes,l would boord 
| Your lofty Gally : Thus | ferv'd my Lord- 


But mum tor that, his {trengeh will ſcarce ſup» 
pl 
His back to the Balcona ſo God Þb'wy. 
By this ſhe has ſurvey'd the golden Glube, 
And finding no temptation to diſrobe. 
To Darham's New Old Stable on ſhe packs, 
Where having whinc'd and brearh'd che what 4 
ye lacks, 
Rufled or bounced a turn or twoin ire, 
She mounts the Coach like Phaeton all on fire, 
Fit for the impreſſions of all forts ot evil, 
And whirles up towards the Lawyers and the De«- 
vill 
There Ployd:n in his laced Ruff ſtarch'don edge 
Peeps like an Adder through a quick-ſet hedpe, 
And brings his ſtale demur co {top the courſe 
Of her proceedings with her yoke of horle ; 
Then falls ro handling of the cauſe and fo 
Shews her the poſture of her overthrow , 
Bur yet for all his La'v,and double fees 
She'l bring hum co joyn iffue on his knees: 
And make him pay for expedition too, 
Thus the gray fox a&ts his green fins anew. F 
| An 
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And well he ſcapes if all his Nozmas ſenſe 
Can ſave the burning of his Ewidexce. 

Bur our at laſt ſhe's huddled in the dark, 
Man'd like a Lady Client by the Clerk. 
And ſo the nimble yongſter at the parting 
Extorts a ſmack perhaps before the caring. 


Down Fleerſtreet riext ſhe rowls with powdred 


crelt, 
To ſpring clip'd half Crowns in the Cxckow's 
For now the Heroes of the yard have ſhut 
Their ſhops, and loll upon theic bulks to put 
The Ladies to the ſqueek if ſo perhaps 


Their miſtreſſes can ſpare them trom their laps - 


Not far ſhe waves,and fails before ſhe clings 


With the young tribe for pendents, lace, and 


rings 4 
But there poor totter'd adam, though too 
She meets the topſie- turvey of her ſtate; 


(neſt, 


late 


For the calm'd Royes, having nought left ta pay, '. 


Are forc'd to pawn her,and 1o run away, 
On this the dreadtull Drawer ſoon appears, 
Like her ill Ge abour her ears, 

With a long bill of /ems that affright 
Worſe than a skull of Halberds in the niphe. 
For now the Jay's compell'd to untruls all 
The tackling upon tick trom every ſtall, 
Each ſharing Broker of her borrow'd drefs 
Seems todo pennance in her nakednels, 
For not a Lady of the noble game, 

But is compos'd at leaſt of all Long-Lane 3 


An 
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An Animal together blow*d and made, 
And upp'd of all the ſhreds of every Trade. 
Thus purely now her ſelf homewards ſhe packs, 
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| Exciz'din all the Dialecs of her knacks; 


Squeez'd to the utmoſt thred, and larelt grain, 
Like Mt: ors toit to their firſt grit again. 

A lane, a lane, ſhe comes, ſumm*d down to 
But ſhame and a thin-under-pecticoat.. (nought 
Bur leſt 1 ſhould purſue her to the quick, 

I paſs: the chaſe lies now coo near the 1uck, 
Io pity Satyr then the laſh ler fall: 


; He knows ber belt, that ſcans her not at all, 


And though thou ſeemlt diſcourceous not to 
{ave ber, 

No matter, when thou leav'ſt, there's one will 
have her, | 


1] he Times. 


O ſp2ak in wet-ſhod eyes, & drowned looks 
Sad broken accents, and a vein that. brooks 

No ſpirit. lite, or vigor, were ro own 

The cruſh and triumph vr #1 ion 

And creeping with ThemiFecles to be 

The palefac'd penſioners o: our evemy. 

No *tis che glory of the ſou: to rite 

By fa's, and ac rebound to pierce the skies. 

Like a brave Coxr/er tauding on the land 
Ot ſome high- working Fret#m views a land, 
B EI Smiling 
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Smiling with ſweets upon the diſtant ſide, 

Garniſt'd in all her gay imbroidred pride, 

Larded with ſprings, and tring*d with curled 
woods, 

Impatient bounces in the capring floods, 

Big with a nobler fury than that ſtream 


Ot ſhallow xyiolence he meets in them, (way 
Thence arm'd with ſcorn and courage ploughs a 


Through the impoſtum'd billows of the Sea; 
And makes the grumbling Surges ſlaves to Oar 
And wafc him ately to the farther ſhore: 
Wherelanded, in a ſovereign diſdain 
He turns back, and ſurveys the foaming main, 
Whiles the ſubjeRed waters lowing reel, 
Ambitious yet to waſh the victor's heel. 

In ſuch a noble equipage ſhouid we 
Embrace th* encounter of our miſerie, 
Nor like a field of corn, that hangs the head 
For every tempelt, every petty dread. 
Croſſes were the belt Chriſt:ans arms: and we 
Thac hope a wiſhed Canaan once to lee, 
Muſt not expeR a Carpet-way alone 
Without a red-Sea of aftiiction. 
Then caſt the dice, lets foord old Rxbicon, 
C2/ar, tis thine, man is but once undone, 
Tread loftly through, leſt Sc5/1a's ghoſt awake, 
And us 1'th' roll of his Proſcr:ptions take. 
Rome 1s reviv'd, and the Triumnirate 
In the black 7.:nd are once more a ſtate, 
The City trembles: there's no third to ſhield, 
U once Aguſta to Antinins yield , Law 
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Law ſhall not ſhelter Cicero, the robe 

The Senate: proud ſucceſs admits no. Probe 
Of Juſtice, to correct or ſquare the tate 
That bears down all as illegitimare; 

For whatſoever it liſts to overthrow, 

It either finds it, or elſe makes it fo. 

Thus 7 yranny'sa ſtarely Pallace, where 
Ambition ſweats to clmbe and nuſtle there ; 
But when tisentred, what hopes then remain? 
There isnofally port to come Qut again. 

For miſchief mult row! on,and gliding grow, 
Like litle rivulets thac gently flow (creaſe 
From their firſt bubling ſprings, bur till in- 


And ſwell their channel as they mend their pace; 


Tillin a glorious tide of villany 

They over-run their banks, and poſting fly 

Like th' bellowing waves in rumulcs, till chey can 
Diſplay themſelves in a full Ocean. 

And it blind rage ſhould chance to miſs its way, 
Brings ſtock enough alone to make a Sea. 

Thus treble treaſons are ſecur'd and drown'd 
By louder cries of deeper mouth and ſound, 
And high attempts ſwallow a puny plot 
As Canons overwheim the ſmaller ſhoc. 

V Vhiles the deaf ſenſeleſs world inur'd a while 

(Like the Catadsps at the tall of Ni/e) 

To the fierce tumbling wonder, think it none 

T his cuſtom hallows irreligion | 

And ſtroaks the patient breaſt till he admit 

The now-grown-light and neceſſary bir. as 
ot 
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Bat whether do 1 ramble? Galled times 
Cannot endure a ſmart hand ore their crimes. 
Diſtracted age! what dialect or faſhion 
Shall Iaſſume? to paſle the approbation 
Or thy cenſorious $y%0d; which now fit 
High Areopagires to deſtroy all wit? 

1 cannot ſay, ! ſay, that | am one 
Of ti Church of Z/y hoyſe or Abbingron, 

Nor of thoſe precious ſpirits that can deal 

The Pomegranats of grace at every meal, 

No zealous Hemp.ar:ſſer yer dipp'd me in 

The Laver oj Adoption from my ſin, 

Bur yet it inſpiration, ora tale 

Ot a long walted {1x-hours length prevail, 

A ſmooth certificate trom the {1lterhood, 

Or to be termed holy before good, 

Religious malice,or a faith *thout works, 

Other chen may proclaime us Fews or 7. rks: 
Ii theſe, theſe hint at any thing? Then, then 
VVhoop! my difpairing Hope come back agen: 
For fince the inundation of grace, 

All bonelty's under water, or in chaſe. 

But *tis che old worlds dotage, thereupon 

VVe teed on dreams, imagination, (reign 
Humors, and croſs.grain'd paſſions which now 
In the decaying elements of the brain. 

"Tis hard to coin new fancies when there be 
So few that launch out in diſcovery. 

Nay Artsare ſo tar from being cheriſhed, 
There's ſcarce a Coledge, but bas loſt his Head, 


And 


a 
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And almoſt all its Members : Oh ſad wound! 
Where never an Artery could be judged ſound! 
To what a height is Vice now tower'd? When we 
Dare not miſcall it an Obliquity ? ; 
So confident.and carrying 1uch an aw, 
Thar it ſubſcribes it ſelf no leſs than Law? 
If this be reformation then ? the great 
Acccant purſued with ſo much blood and ſweat? 
In what black lines ſhall our ſad ſtory be 
Deliver'd over to poſterity ? 
With what a daſh and ſcar ſhall we be read : 
How has Dame Nataye in us ſuffered ? 
Who of all Centuries the firſt age are 
Thar ſunk the VVorld for want of due repair? 
VVhen firſt we iſſued out in cries and tearg, 
(Thoſe ſalt preiages of our future years) 
Head-long we dropt into a quiet calm, 
_ crown'd with roſie garlands, ſpice, and 
alm, 
VVhere firſt a glorious Charch and mother came, 
Embrac'dus in her arms,gave us a name, 
By which we live,and 2n indulgent breſt 
Howing with ſtream to an eternal reſt. 
Thus raviſh'd the pogr Sex/ could not gueſs 
even, 
VV hich was more kind to ber yet, earth, or hea- 


| Or rather wrappedin a pious doubt (ven, 


Of heaven, whether ſhe were in or out. 
Next the Great Father of our Conntrey brings 
His bleſſing too (even the Beſt of Kings) i 
ale 
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Safe and well grounded Laws to guard our peace, 
And nurfe our virtues in their jult increaſe ; 
Likea pure ſpcing,from whom all graces come, 
Whoſe bounty made it double Chritendome,. 
Such and ſo ſweet were thoſe Halcyon dayes 
That roſe upon us in our infant rayes ; 
Such a compoſed Srate we breathed under, 
We onely heard of 7ove,nere felthis thunder. 
Terrors are then as ſtrange, as love now grown, 
Wrong and revenge live quietly at home , 
The ſole contention that we underſtood, 
Was a rare ſtrife and war in doing good. 
Now let's refle& upon our gratetulneſs 
How we have added, or (O!) made it leſs, 
What are th* improvements ? what our progreſs ? 
where 
Thoſe handſome aQts , that ſay that ſme men 
were * 
He that to ancient wreaths can bring no move 
From his ewn worth dayes,bank'rupt on the ſcore, 
For F athers Creſts are crowned in the Son. 
And glorie ſpreads by propagation. 
Now vertue ſhield me ! where ſhall T begin ? 
To what a Labyrinth am i now ilipp'd in ? 
W har ſhall we anſwer them ? or what deny ? 
Whar prove ? or rather whether ſhall we fly ? 
When the poor widow'd Chxrch ſhall ask us 
where 
Arc all her honours, and that filial care 


We 
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VVe owed ſo ſweet a Parent as the Spouſe | 
Of Chriſ#, which here vouchſaf'd to own a houſe? 
Where are her Boanerges? and thole rare 
Brave ſons of conſolation which did bear 
The Ark before our 1ſrae/ and diipence 
The Heavenly anna with fuch diligence ? 
In them the prim'cive Motco's come to paſſe, 
Aut mirtui ſunt, aut docent liters. | 
Bleſs'd Virgin, we can only ſay we have ( grave/ 
Thy Prophets Tombs among us, and their 
Ard here and there in colours paint , 
That by thy ruines grew a mighty Saint 
| Next Ceſar ſome accounts are due to thee, 
But thoſe in blood already written be. 
So lowd and laſting, jn ſuch monſtrons ſhapes, | 
S wide the never to be cloſed wound gapes; 
All ages yet to come wich ſhivering ſhalt 
Recite the fearful pres'dent of thy tall. 
Hence we confure thy renent Solomon, 
Unger the Shhn a new thing hath been done, 
A thing before all pattern, all prerence 
Of rule or coppy ſuch a ſtrange offence, 
Of luch original extraR,thar it bears 
Dare onely from the E 4es of our years 
Laconian Agis,we bave read thy fate, 
The violence of the Spartan love and hate. 0 
How Paga»s trembled at the thought of thee 
And ficd the horrour of thy rragedy,; 
Thyeftes cruel fealt and how the Sun 
Shrunk in his golden beams, char ſight co ſhun. = 
K | The 
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The boſoms of all kingdomes open lye, 

Plain and emergent to th' enquiring eye, 

But when we glance upon our native home, 
As the black Center. to whom all points come, 
We reſt amaz'd, and ſilently admire 

How: far beyond all ſpleen ours did aſpire. 

All that. we dare aſſert is but a cry 

Ofan exchanged peace, for Liberty. 

A ſecret term by inſpiration known, 


A miſt that brooks no demonſtration, 


Unleſs we dive into our purſes, where _ 
We quickly find our freedome purely dear. 

Bur why exclaim you thus? may ſome men ſay 
Againſt che times, when equal night and day 
Keep their juſt courſe ? the ſeaſons ſtill the ſame ? 
As ſweet as when from the firſt hand they came. 
The influence of the ſtars benigne and free 


As at firſt Peep »p in their infancy. 


"Tis not tho{e ſtanding motions that divide 

The ſpace of years, nor the ſwift hours that glide 
Thoſe little particle of age, that come 

In thronging /tems that made up the Sum, 
Thar's here intended: , But our crying crimes, 
Our monſters that abominate the times. 

"Tis we that make the 1etonymy good 

By being bad,which like a troubled floud 
Nothing produce, bur ſlimy mire and dirt, 

And impudence that makes ſhame malepert. 


To 
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To travel further in theſe wounds that lie 
Ranking though ſeeming clos'd, were to deny 
Reit ro an ore-watcht world, and force freſh 
tears 
From ſtanch'd eyes, new alarm'd by old fears, 
Which if they thus ſhall beal and ſtop, they be 
The firſt chat ere were cur'd by Z thargy. 
This onely Axiom trom i Times increaſe 
I gather, There's a time to hold ones peace. 


The model of the new Religions 


V Hoop! Mr. Fcar in your flying frock? 
What news at Babi! now?how ſtands the 

When wags the floud? no Ephemerides? (Cock? 

Nought bur confounding of the languapes ? 

No more of th' Saints arrival? or che chance 

Ot three pipes two-pence,and an ordinance? 

How many Qyeer Religions? clear your throat; 


May a man have a penniworth? four a groat? 
Or do the 7,ntto leap at truls a- fail? 
Three tenets clap, while five hang on the 
tail ? 
No 2zerpo model? never a knack or wile? 
To preach for ſpoons or whi'tles? croſs or pile? 
No hints of truth on foot? no ſparks of grace? 


(No late ſprung light, to dance the wild-gooſe 


chace ? 


” 
No Spiritual Dragoons that take their flames 
From th* inſpiration of the City Dames? 
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No crums of comfort to relieve our crie? 
No new dealt, miace-meat of Divinitie? 
Come, let's projet: By the great late Zcl:p/e 
vve juſtly fear a famine of the lips, 
For Sprats are roſe an Omer fora ſowſe, 
VVhich gripes the Conclave of the lower houſe. 
Let's theretore vote a cloſe humiliation 
For opening the ſeal'd eyes of this blind Na- 
tion, 
That they may ſee confeſſinply , and ſwear 
They have not ſeen at all this fourteen year, 
And for the ſplints and ſpayins too, tis ſaid 
All rhe joints have the Rif-cape, ſince the head 
Swell'd ſo prodigious, and exciz'd the parts 
From all allegiance, but in tears and hearts. 
But zealous Sir, what ſay to a touch at prayer? 
How ,2=op: the ſpirit? in what garb or air? 
VVith /o«/c erect or pendent, winks or haws? 
Sniveling? or the extention of the jaws? 
Devotion has its mode; Dear S:r hold forth, 
Learning's a venture of the ſecond worth, 
*or ſince the peoples riſe, and 1:s ſad fall, 
Weare inſpir'd from much to none at all, 
Broth:r, adizwl 1 ſee Y* are cloſely girn, 
A coſtive Dover gives the Saints the Iquirt, 
Hence (Reader) all our flying news contracts 
] ike che Stace's Fleet from the Seas into acts. 
But where's the model all chis while; you 
ſay, 
Tis like the R-fermatron, run away. 
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Os Britannicus he leap three ſtory high, and 
his eſcape from London. 


Þ Arul from Damaſcns in a basket ſlides 
Cran'd by the faithſul Brethres down the ſides 
Of their embatteld wals: Zricannicas 
As loch to trult che Brethrens God with ws, 
Slides to0, bur yer more deſp'rate, and ye: thrives 
In his deſcent, needs mult! the Devil drives. 
Their cauſe was both che ſame, and herein meet, 
Onely their fall was not with equal feer, 
Which makes the caſe /ambick. 1hus we ſee 
How much news fals ſhort of Divinzry. * 
Truch was their crying crime: one takes the night 
Th' other the advantage of the new ſprung Light 
To mantle his eſcape: How different be 
The Priſtin and the Jodern policy 
Have Ages their Antipoges? yer {hill 
Clote in che propagation of ill ? 
ence flows this ute and doctrine from the 
chump ; 
[laſt fultain'd (Beloy'd) Good wits may jump. 


Con- 
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Content, 


Par ſtranger! winged maid, where doſt cho 


relt 
Thy fowy locks at noon? or on what breaſt 
Ot Spices {lumber orre the tullen nighr ; 
Or waking whether doſt thou take chy flight? 
Shall I go teek ſome melarchollick groye, 
The (ilent theatre of diſpair and love? 
There court the Bitrers and rhe Pellicay, 
Thoſe Aery Antip: as to the tents of man? 
Or ſitting by ſome pretty pratling ſpring 
Hear hoarle Ny&:imene her dirges ling ? 
Whiles the rough Satyrs dance Caraztors too, 
The chattering ſem-briefs ot her Woo, hoo,hco? 
Or ſhall | trace ſome ice-bound wilderneſs 
Among the caverns ofabſtruſe receſs; 
Where neither prying Sun, nor bluſhing day 


Could ſteal a giimple, or interſqueez a ray? 
It not within this ſolitary Cell, 
O whether muſt 1 poſt? where doſt thou dwell? 
Shall T let loſe che reins of blind deſire? 
And ſurfer every ravening ſenſe ? Give fire 
To any train, and tire yojuptuouſneſs 
In all her ſoft varieties of exceſs? 
And make each day a hiſtory of ſin, 
Priak th* A /a mort Sun down and up ageh? 
Os __ Improve 


l 


POEMS. 147: 


Improve my crimes to ſuch a roaring ſcore, 

That when 1 dye, where others go before 

[n whining venial ſtreams, and quarro papes, 

My floods may riſe in folio, fink all ages. 

Or ſhall | bathe my ſelf in widows tears - 

And build my name in ch? curſe of them and 
theirs ? | 

Ship wrack whole nature to craw out a purſe 

With th* molten cinders of the univerſe, 

Belch nought but ruine ? and che borrid cries 

Of fire and ſword, and ſwim in drowned eyes ? 

Make lanes to'crownsg, and ſcepters through th' 
heart's veins 

Of Juſtice, Law, Right , Church and Sove- 
reigns ? 

No,no, I trace thee not in this dark way 

Ot death, this ſcarler treak'd Aceldama. 

Shall I then to the houſe of mourning go ? 
Where the Sa/t-Peter Vuates do over-flow 
With freſh ſupplies of grief?Freſh tides of brine? 
Oc traverſe the wide world in every line? 

Walke through the bowels of each realm and 
Simpling for rules of policy tocreate (\tate 
Strange forms of government of new molds and 
walts 
Like a French Xichk paw of a thouſand taſits? 
Or ſhall I dive into the ſecrecy 
Of Nature,where the moſt retir*'d doth lie. 
O- ſhall 1 waſte the taper of my ſoul 
In ſcrutinies where neither Northern Pole 
K 4 Nor 
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Nor Southern conſtellation darts a light 
To conſtiruce a laticude or height ? 
Or ſhall 1 float into the watry pale 
VVan kingdome of the Afeen,and there ſet ſail 
For all the Orbs ? and keep high holy-day 
VVith th' Nedar-tipling Goas in th' milky»way ? 
Swell Bacchas tripes with a tun of luſty Sack ? 
And Jay the PlampS$quire flat upon his back ? 
O no, theſe reyels are too ſhorr.roo ſour, 
Too ſad, bugg'd,and repented in an hour. 

Shall Ithen plough the Seas to forreign ſoils, 
And rake the pregnant Inazes for hid ipoils ? 
Or with the Anchorze abhor the eye 
Of heaven,and baniſh all ſociety ? 
Live in, and out the world , and paſs my days 
In treadingout ſome ſtrange myſterious maze? 
Taite every humane ſweet, Lilly and Roſe? 
VVith all the ſharp guard that about them 

grows? 
Climbe where diſpair would tremble to ſer ſoot, 
Spring new 1mpoſſibles, and force way to't ? 
Make the whole Globe a ſhop of Chymiltry 
To melt down all her atomes, and deſcry 
That ſmall 7974, that laſt pictied grain 
V Vhich the gull'd ſons of men purſue in vain? 
Or ſhall I graſp thoſe meteors, fame,and praiſe? 
V Vhich breath by th: charity of the vulgar voice? 
Pile honour upon honour till it crack 
The At/as of my pride, and break it's back ? 


Hold 


yo 
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Hold fancy,hold ! for whether wilt thou bear 
My iun- burnt hope to loſs ? *Tis, 'tis not here. 

Soar then (My Soul) about the arched round 
Oi theſe poor ſpangled biifſes : Here s no ground 
To fix the (acred foot of pure Content, 
Her manſton's in a higher element. 

Halt thou perceiy'd the ſweetnels of a groan ? 
Or tried the wings of contemplation? 
Or bait thou found che balm of tears that preſs 
Like Amber,in the dreps of bitterneſs? 
Or baſt thou felt that ſecret joy that flows 
Againſt the tide of common over-throws, 
Or halt thou known the dawning of a God 
Upon thee, when his love is (hed abroad? 
Or haſt thou heard the ſecret harmony 
Ofa calm Conſcience ecchoing in thee 
A Requiem from above? A ſealed peace 
Beyond the Power of Hell, ſin, or decealſe. 
Or haſt chou caſted that communion 
Between a reconciled God and Man ? 
Thar holy intercourſe , thoſe pretious ſmiles 
iſſolv-d in holy whiſprings between whiles ? 


Here, here s the ſteps leads to ber bleſs'dabode; 
Her chair of {tate is in the throne of God. 


May- 
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May-day. 


Ome Gallauts, why ſo dull > What muddy- 
cloud 
Dwells on the eye-brows of the day? Why 
ſhroud 

Ye up your ſelves in the furl d fails of night, 
And toſſing lye at H«/! ? Hark how delight 
Knocks with her ſilver wings at every ſenſe ? 
And greac Apollo Laureat doth commence ? 


Up! *tis the golden Jubilee of the year, ( Sphear 


- The Stars are all withdrawn from each glad 


Within the tyring rooms ot heaven, unleſs 

Some few that peep to {py our bappinels 

Whiles Phebus tugging of O/ymps craw (Paw. 
Smokes his bright ceem along on the Grand 


Hark how the Songſters oi the Shady plain 

Cloſeup their Anthems ina melting {train : 

See where the clictering Nymphs whirle it away 

In Checkling Caravans as blyth as ay, 

And th* Chriſtal ſweating flowers droop their 
heads 

In bluſhing ſhame to call you (lug. a+ beds. 

Waſte but a giance upon H4d:-park,, and ſwear 

All Argas eyes are fall'n, and fixed there, 


The 
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The dapled Lawns with Ladies ſhine and glow, 

Whiles bubling mounts with ſprings of Near 
flow; 

And each kind Turtle fits and bills his dove 

Like Yenrs and Adonis lapp'd 1n love. 


Hark how Amintas in melodious loud 

Shrill raptures tunes bis horn-pipe! whiles a 
croud | 

Of ſnaow-white milk-maids, crownd with gar» 
lands gay, 

Trip to the 15it meaſure of his Lay, 

And fields with curds and cream like green- 
cheeſe lie. 

This now or never is the Galaxie. 


If the facetious Gods ere taken were 

With mortal beauties and diiguiſ'd, 'tis here, 
See how they mix ſocieties, and croſs 

The cumbling ball intoa willing loſs. (take 
That th ewining Ladies on their necks miphe 
The doubled kiſſes which they firſt did ſtake. 


Thoſe pretty earneſts of a maiden. head, 

Thoſe {ugred {eals of love, types of the bed, 

Which to confirm the {ſweet conveyance more 

They throng in thouſand times ten thouſand 
{core. 

Such, heavenly ſurfeits as they ſporting lye, 

Thus catch they from each orhers hip and eye, : 

| The 
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The game at beſt, the girls AZay-2:/'4 muſt be, 

Where Crey:0z and Aopſa, be and ſhe 

Each happy pair make one Hermaphrodite, 

And tumbling bounce roperher black and white. 

Where had you leen the chance, you bad nor 
known 

W boſe ſhew had loyelier been Zadam's or 7oar. 


Then crown the bowl, let every Conduit run 
Canary, tiil we lodge the reeling Sun. 

Tap every joy, lec not a pearl be ſpit, 

Till we bave fer the ringing world a tilt. 
And ſacrifice Arabia fel:x in 

One bone- fire, one incenie offering. 


Tis Sack, tis Sack, that drowns the thorny 
cares, 

Which hedge the pillow,and abridge our years, 

The quickning A:ima uni, that creates 

Lite in dejection, and outr- dares the Fates, 

Makes man look big on danger, and our- ſwell. 

The tury of that chrall, that chreatens Hell. 


Chirp round my Boyes: let each ſoul rake its (ip, 


Who knows whart fals between the cup and lip? 


Whar can a voluntary pale look bring, 
Or a deep ſiph to leffen ſuffering? 


Has miſchief any pity or regard? 


The foy! of myſery ts a breaſt propar'd. 
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Hence then with folded arms, eclipſed eyes, 

And low impriſon'd groans, meek cowardile. 
Urge not with oars death that in full ſail comes, 
Nor walk in foreſtal'd blacks to the dark tombs, 
Put rather then the eternal jaws ſhall gape, 
Gallop with Cxr:iz down the gallant bap. 


Mean time here's that ſhall make our ſhackles 
liphr, 

And charm the diſmal terrors walk by night, 

Tis this that chears the drooping ſoul, revives 

The benum'd captive, cranipt in his old gyves. 

Kingdoms and Cotrapes, the 24! and Throne, 

Sack the grand Leveller commands alone. 


Tis Sack that rocks the boiling brain to reſt, 

Confirms the aged hams, and worms the breaſt 

Of gallantry to action, runs balt ſhare 

And merall with the bufft-tac'd fons of war. 

Tis wit, tis art, tis ſtrength, tis all and more: 

Then looſe the flood- gates George, wee'! pay or 
{core. | 


An Epioram to Doulus, 


Owlus advanc'd upon a coodly Steed, 
Came mounting ore the plain in very 
deed, 
Whereat the people cring'd and bow'd the knee? 
In honour of my Lerg 5 rich Livery, 


Hence 
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Hence ſwell not Dox!ws, nor erect thy creſt, 
Twas tor the Goddeſs ſake we capp'd the beaſt, 


An Epigram on the people of Enpland. 


Weating and chafing hot Argel:o cries 

A Boat, a Boat, elſe farewel| all the prize. 
But baving once ſer foot upon the deep 

Hot ſpur Ardelio fell faſt aſleep. 

So we on fire, with zealous diſcontent, 

Call'd out a Parliament, a Parliament; 

Which being obtein'd at laſt, what did they do? 


Mn Another. 


Rittainan Orchard feem'd to be 
Furniſh'd with natures choice variety, 
Temptations golden fruit of every fort, 


Great boyes and ſmall rogerher in we brake, 
No matter what diſdain'd Priapzs ſpake. 
Up, up, we litr che great Boyes in the trees, 
Hoping a common ſhare to ſympathize: 
Bur they no ſooner there, neglected (treight 
The ſhoulders that ſo rais'd them to this 

\ height, 

| And tell co ſtuffing of their own bags firſt, 
And as their treature grew, ſo did cheir thipſt. 


Even {queez the wool-packs, and lie ſnorting too. 


Th' Heſperian garden fann'd from feign'd report. 


Whales 
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Whiles we in lean expeQance gapirg ſtand, 

For one ſhake from their charitable ha nd, 

But all in vain, the droplie of dehre 

So ſcorch'd them, three Realms could not quencli 
the fire, 

Be wiſe then in your ale,bold youths : for fear 

The Gardzer catch us,as A7o/s caught his fare; 


A Sing-ſong oa Clarinda's Wedaznge. P = 
Ow that Love's Holiday is come, 


And Mady the Maid hath ſwept the roonj 
And trim'd her ſpit and por, 


N 


Awake my merry zſe and ſing 
The Revels and that other thing 
That mult not be forgot, 


As the pray morning dawn'd, 'tis ſed 
| Clarinada broke out of her bed 
Like Cynthia in her prides 


Where all the Maiden Zights that were 
Compriz'd within our Hemſphear 
Attended ather fide, 


But wot you then,with much ado 


They dreſs'd che bride from top to toe 1 
And brought her from her chamber: 


_ Deck'd 
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Deck'd in her robes,and garments gay 
More ſumptuous than the live-long day = 
Or Stars enſhrin*'d in Amber, 


The \| parkling bullies of her eyes 
Like two eclipſed Suns did riſe 
Beneath her cryſtal brow, 


To ſhew like thoſe ſtrange accidents 
Some ſudden changeable events 
Were like to hap below. 


Her. cheeks beſtreak'd with white and red, 
Like pretty tell-rales of tbe bed 
Preſag'd the bluſt-ring night. 


With his encircling arms and ſhade 
Reſoly*d to ſwallow and invade 
And skreen her virgin light. 


Her lips-rhoſe threds of ſcarlet dye, 
Whercin Love's charms and quiver lye, | 
LGjons of fweets did crown, 


VVhich ſmilingly did {ſeem to ſay 


O crop me, crop me,whiles you may, 
Anon th're not mine own: 


Her 
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er breafisthoſe melcing Alps of ſnow ; 


On whoſe fair hills in open show 
© The God of Love lay napping 


Like ( welling Buts of _ Wine 
pon their Iyory ſteels did shine 
To waic the Iucky tapping. 


Her waſte that tender type of mag, 
as Luc a ſmall and fangle ſan, 
Y<c Ldare ſafely ſwear, 


He that whole thouſands has in fee, 
ould forfeit all ſo he mighr be 
Lord of the Mannot there. 


Js ut now before I paſs the line, 
Pray Reader give meleaye to dine; | 
And pauſe herein the middley | 


e Bridegroom 2nd the Parſon knock, 
With all che Hymeneal flock, | 
'  Tne Plumscahe and the Fiddle. 


When as the Prieft Clarinda (ces, 


He ar'd as; had been half his fees | 
| To g122 upon her face: 


And 
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And if the ſpirit did ;not move, - 
His countinance was far above 


_—y_ ... -.Each ſinner in the place, | 


With mickle ſtir-he joyn'd theirhands, | 
And hamp cd them-in marriage bangs, ' | 
| As faſt as faſt may bes 


Where ſtill me rhinks, me thinks, Hhear 
That ſeccet figh In every car, 
-:..+ , Qace loye remember me! 


Which done, the Cook he knock'd arnain, 
Ang by the difhesi n'2train | 


iT bile Come ſmoaking two and two | 


With that they wip*dthere mouths and.late, 
Some fell co m— ſome to prate, :- - 


Lim 1. Ay marryand welcome too, | 


In pairs they: thuis impalfd the meat 
Rogerand Margaret, and Thomas and Kate, 
"Ralph and BYjs,. Ardrewand Mandlin; 


And Valentine eke, with Syb:ill ſo ſweets - ( meet 
W bole checks an each fide of her; ſnufters djd 
As round and as plump as a cedling 


When, 


p_— 
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When at the hthey had farched their frees.” 

And mired rhelk fomacks ' quit up to the knees 
- | In claret and good chear 


Then, then began the merty din, 
. | Foras it was thought they wete all on the pin, 
; O.what kiſſing and clipping was thete| 


But as luck would have it the Parſonſaid grace, 
, | Andco frisking and dancing they $huMed apace; 


Each Lad took his Laſs by the fit, 


And when he. had feueet 'd her, and oaum*'d het 
untill 
| The fat of her face ran dowa like a mill, 
He toll'd for the reſt of the grift 


| 7n ſwet and in duſt having waſted the day, 
They entcr'd upon the laſt "aCt of the play, 
The Bride to her bed was convey*d, 


Where knee deep each hand fell down to the 


ground, (found ; 
_ And in ſecking the Garter much pleaſure was 


*Twould haye made a nans arm have ſray'd; 


This clutter ore {/arinda lay 
Halfc bedded, like the peeping day 
B:hinc ©/ympers cap $ 


VWhiles 
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Whiles at her head each twittring Gitle 


The fatal ſtocking quick did whirle 
to knowthe lucky hap. 


The Bridegroom in at laſt did ruſtle, 
All diſappointed inthe buſtle, 
The Maidens had (hay'd his breeches ; 
But let us not complain, *tis well 
In ſuch a Rorm 1 can you tell 


He ſav'd his other ſtitches, 


And now he bounc'd into the bed, 
Even juſt as ifa man had ſed, 
Fair Lady have at all ; 


Where twiſted at the hug they lay, 
Like Yenz and the ſprightly boy, 
O who would fear the fall ? 


Thus both with loves ſweet tapers fired, 
And thouſand balmy kiſſes tired, 
They could not wait the reſt, 


But out thefolk and candles fled, 
And to*tthey went, but what they did 
There lies the cream o*:h* jeft. 


The 
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uſt as the reeling Sun came ſliding down 

Among the Moors, 2n4 Terhis.in a Gown 
Of ſea-grean witcnet teirled ro emorace 
Her great Apollo from ins ciccled race, 


_ And che ſtreak'd heavens did themſelyes digeſt 


Into a larger [ris, to inveſt 

And canopy th* illuſtrious lovely pair, 

I1 a Diaphanoxs Robe of coſtly ayre : 
Clarinda roſe amid(t the Afirtle-grove, 

Like the Queen mother of the (tars above, 

B it that Clarinda's was no borrow'd Light: 

Nor could it, where the was, be deem'd a night, 

Such was the natural glories ſhe put on, 

They ow*'d no being to refle&ion, 

Whil-s che inſpit'd Muſicians of the wand, 

Raviſh'd at the new day, powr'd out a fl »ud 

Of quayering melody in honyed ſtrains 

To court the glittering Deity of che plains, 

Thoſe pretty flow':y beds of ſweets that now 

Had clos'd their heads up in an amber dew 

Of tears, ro mourn che drowſie Sun's good 
night, 

Warm'd wich a nobler ardor ſprung up right, 

And threw the mantles of dull {1:ep a fid: 

I1 a diſplaid and meritorious pride, 
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To ftrew with rich nerfymes| her balmy way, 
Which grew mordfragrant by ter ative ray. 
Thus ſweetly woo* d Clarinds laid her down 


A 

On acurF dquilt, go fondly grown I 

' Proud of their own oppreſſion, whites they may | 14 
Kiſs the dear burden which upon them lay 3 J 


Then skreen'd with harmony, ſhe ſtrecch'd a= i} G 
long vY 7 
upon her Damack, Conch, where a bright chrong P 
Of Graces hoyer'd ore che fitmamenc. 7 
Of her pure orbs drawn to a full extent 2 7 
Whiles a ſoftgale of wanton wind chat blew, I 
Did ſport ker willing e olorics into view, F 
But 1, poor dazled I; nor daring here E 
a 3 arrempe the ſolender of each naked ſp. err, 7 
Stood peeping through the Optith: of the thade, : 
Which to my fight a kind rcfi:E&tion made. 
Her eyes half shur up in their chryſtal caſe , 
Stood twinkling Cextizels upon her: face; 
Or elſe ro take the proſpect of thoſe fields 
Of beauty which that flowing Temple yields, | 
Her coral lips ten thoutand (miles enthron 'd, 
Like Cluſtred or grapes, which for a vintage . 
oroan?d, 
The Ivory palace of hcr ately neck 
Cloarh'd with Aajeſtick awe, did ſeem to check 
The looſer pattime of her gameſome hair, 
Which in wild rings 1an tick adour, the ayre, 
= 29107 Ot3 wenn (wel'd to a love'y riſe 4 
bg Or! dripping 2 Denty, 2 Wan d Paradiſe 
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Of milk and Honey, exhal'd-my roving geye” 
Into a ſoul enſraring excafie; »"\-. 
And had 1fior rec6ild wichour delay, 
I there had>wandred 1n the wilky y way, 
Her belly -like-che. Ace of -Ctubs; fo a W 
So black the ſtrutting pillow of delight, - 
-So fire&the cacching tinder of my ſence, * 
ThatT no loner ftudent\couldcommentce,' 
Bu ſtraight weighed anchor and tack*d up' the 
To the main-yard, wantingaſtifter gale” *'- Nail 
To paſs'me through thoſe cicktish Are of 
—_ the full Adcditerranian » (Man 
Ac laſt Iplung*d into rhe EdySan charms, | 
Faſt claſpttiby the arched Z aliack of her avis, 
Thoſe cloſes clings of love,- where I pertaked| 
Strong hoped of bliſs; bur {o, 0.10. 1 wakew _ 
Tomy "hee friend 112.” T. C- _ 45A me 
how 1 ied hi Miſtreſs "—_ an 'dld wi; "Y 
Wo 
Uc pric hee firſt how 1999; haſt beery! 5500 | 
Loſt in this ſad eftare:bf fin? 
T hac the mild6 Gout, orPox; ot worſe” 
Serves not to exptate hy'ruife? ar #1 TT 
SomePcltilenceielſemay Bethoughr ny 
And nocſuetvabſoluce daninacton. 26 T 
Are rocksand* halters grown fo dear” 5 
'Thar'khier&sno perishing'ibur heres 141"! 2 
Docs no Committee yer turvive, 
Thoſe cheaper Gregoxits'of men alive> 
A : "0 If 
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If thou wilt needs to See, Oh muſt it be 
In an old Galliaſss of ſixty three ? 
A ſnail crawl'd botom ? A gray bark 
That Rtood ar font for Noah s 4rhd 
W 1oſe w:inkled poop in figures furl'd 
D-fcribes her cravells round the world y 
A Nut wh when ththaſt crack'd and fumbled ore, 
Thou'l: find the Squzril has been there defore 2 
Then raiſe the ti-ge from falling on 
That old diſmanrt}:d garriſon. * 
Raſh Lover ſpeak, what pleaſure hath 
Thy Spring in ſuch an Aftermath? 
Who, were the to the beft adyanrage ſpread, 
Is but the dull hask of a maiden head, 
How-eanft thou then delight thy ſenſe 
In. beaucics preterperfet tenſe ? 
And dote upon tha: free fone face 
Which wears bur the recordsof grace F 
hoſe antick CMonaſt'ry brags bur a Cheſt 
Df venerable Reltques at th: beſt ? 
O can there ſuch a+ famine be 
Of piping-hot virginity. 
That thou art forced to flur and cheat 
Thy ftomach with the broken meat ? 
Why he that wocs 2 #1dow does no more 
Then court that X44gmire, where one ſunk be- 
bt Fie, pri, enot then choſe Arras-Looks (fore. 
"FR Sullied and thumb*d like Townhall Books ! 
1 I lik> thy fancy well t>-have 
Its ;niſcry ſonear its Graye, 


And 


re, 
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And tis 2 o-nerall ſhri r, that moſt men fe, 
Bc yer tis ced.ous witing dead mens thooesy 
Ir *:were chy plo: I confeſs 
F »r-z0 make Aſumme vt her greaſ2, 
Or ſwop her co che Poper Mill, 
T his were extracting good frum Il, 
B tif chow wed} on anv ; worſe condition, 
1 houl*: prove Delinquent for thy Superſtition, 
Bur p ichee bold, Ice meadwiſe, 
Perhips + *; ichand {emsa p 'z*, 
Now chalk”, ren rg 4 thacly Frigoaty 
Bur yer $he's rap; * at 1 :wer {pivgor, 
Yet if no nied*cine 151 «hy grief be tour. d, 
Th:re*s ſmall ods Toms *twixt bing hangtd or 
drown'd., 


T he Engagement Suated, 


E gon Expoſitor : the Text is plain , 

No Church, no Lord, no Law, no Sovereigs 
A way with n entall reſc1v.t'ons, and 
Senſes of Oaths in files ou: +y the Strand. 
Here#s hell eruſs'd in a thimbleyg ing breath, 
Dares fac the haz2rd-ct che fceand, death. . 
The S1ints aieg own Lacontanr, aud can ewiſt 
Per jury up in pi 1s! ke! ey 0- 25h, 

Bu' hold preciz Deponents : Fhough the 


h »: 
O. Zial 10 (ataratts digeſts ſuch mear, 
My 
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My cold concoRion {hiinks, and my adyince 
Drives ſlowly toapproich your 0rdinance? © 
The figne's in C ancer,and the zodrack thirns' 
Leonick, xowl'd in curls while Terre buins 4 
What though your fancies are ſublim* wo to 
reach 
Thoſe fatal reigns > S1cceſs and will can'teach 
But raſh divinity. Aﬀfad renown ©! | 
Where one man fell toſt&a million drown, 
When neither arts nor arms can ſerye'to- 
fight, © WrE 
And wrelt a title from'i i's law ound righe, / -** 
Muſt malicepicce the Trangum ? and moke clear 
The {eruple.clſe we will cefolvero ſwear ? 
Nay ouc-{wear all thae we have ſworn before, 
And mak? good lefler crimes by ating more 
And more fublimc? This, chis extends c line 
And thaines the NPR) out of Cataline.” = 
On chis account ail tote waoſe fortunes 
crolt: ' * nw 
And waht eftates ,may rtrm Knights of thie * 
Poſt. 
F aulx We or-vy'd thee, fi nee thy po: fell 
tamc; 
We found a'cloſ-r (eller fr the lame, 
' Piling the faral Powder in our mou: hs; £ 
Which inar, Oach diicharg'd blew up he 
Houſer; 
Mauz Ce CH 27 nteagle, alps noc trough Nain, 
"i POIton in an age may hy again, + 


Good 


P J 4 1 TC 
Good Demas cuff your Bear, then lex us fee | 
The myflery of your iniquity, 
May a man courſe a cur ? And freely bax> **7 
The Queltion ? Or the tormal paradox'2. ; 
But as 1n phyſick;' ſo-iry his device 4, 
This Querk of policy the POIAT 1S nice, 
For he that in this model means to 3.0 
Muftfirſt ſubſcribe co the preparatiyes 
Like Witches cRmgaat countermarehy his .. 
faith, iJ1S- Y 
And ſoak up all aha cre the Spirit Cair Ps 
Then ſeal and hzgn, Syl/a threw three "Ml 
ſhortc, < . 
He had a ſword ndeud, but no Text -R A 
Old Rome lament thy infancy. ir f10,. 
We perfe&t, what thou tremo1't ro begin; 
Blush then co ſee thy ſelf ourdone; | Bur all _1 
The world may grieve, *tis ep1demicgl__ - 2 
Heayen frowns indeed. But that makes hel! 
enraved ? r, 7 
| Sweet P/uro be at peace we haveengaged. f 


Prelegend, to; the ſuccecding, Potm, 
viz, T he Wife-hater. 


| 
hy women were made. 


Owan in the beginning (as tis (aid) 
T2 be an h:ipo man was chi;fly made; 
Then 
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Then ought not women much to be commen. 
ded, 

Who anſwer th* end for which they were inten* 
ded ? 

Women were made to help men, ſo they do, 

Same unto ſorrow, grief, diſeaſes too; 

Ochers do their kind husdands help ta ſpend 

Their wholeeſtates, thus anſwer they cheir end, 


Some help men'unro more then they were born, 
Tohaye (I mean ) Azors head and horn, 


| . © 
Of what Woman was made. 


Crooked-condition d Nature made her, when 

She form'd her of the crookedſtparts in men : 

Nature firlt fran;«d her of a mans rib, ſhe 

Then can*t chuſe, but a croſs-grain*d creature 
be, '- -- 

And ever fince ( it may not bedeni'd } 

Poor man hath #25: been ro a ſtitch 1 the fide, 

Yet ſome there are, who in a grateful mind, 

Would ſoundly rib cheir husDands, could they 
finde. | 

A 200d touigh Cudgel, and mak@ this cheir an. 
ſwer, 

They but r-ſtore what Eve (tole from their 
Granfire ? 

Ard *cis reaſon t90 ( as't hath been tri'd )' 

A bad witc f:s (o cloſe to her hus 2ands fide, 
| what 


the 
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2. 
what they committed, ſo ſoon as they were made, 


No ſooger made, but ſhe runs into all - 

Miſchief her ſelf, then cauſeth man«co fall : 
__ that judgement on their ſex is doub- 
led, 

They'r with a twcefold fallingeſickneſs troubled. 


4. HE 
To what they are now likened, 


Women in love and luſt compared be 

Unto a pumice-ſtone, for that we ſee 

Is full of holes, ſo they, when once in loye, 
Moſt hollow-hearted to their ſervants proye ; 

In loye they like ir are, becauſe they diſſemble, 
But when they luſt moſt, they it moſt reſemble 3 
Play with a luftful girle, and you ſhall ſee, 

How like unto the pumice-ſtone ſhe'l be, 

Which way ſoe're you do her croul, 

You'l find agaltit you ill an open hol, 
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Ab x, add 
a * SITY, OR. 


THE WIEE-HATER: 


L 
E that interids to take a wife ; 
I*|tell him, what a kind of life 
He muſt be ſuretolead; 
If she'sa young: and tender heart, | 
Not documented in Loves art, 


Much teaching She will need. | 


-z 


{dy Fa ad» 


For where there is no path, .one may nd 


Betir'd before he find ghe way; 


Nay, when hesat his rrealure; 


The 92 p perhaps will proveſo ſttaight, 
That he fopr.entrance long, may wait, 
And make a toil of* 'S pleaſure 


2s 
Or if one old, and paſt her doing, 
He will che chamber=maid be wooing. 
To buy her ware rhe cheaper 3 
But if he chuſe one moſt formoſc, 
Ripe for t, she*l prove libidinous, 
eArgiu binſelt cha'tit keep her; 
4, For 
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For when thoſe t FYIORs. are > neatly dreſt, .- 
| _ l entertain each wanton gueſt, tia i 
on \ Norfor \ your "honour care; 
bf any 2 oive their pride a fall, : 
The haye learn'd a trick to bear withall, 
S@ you their charges bear, 


Or if you chance to play your game -  -.- 
Witha dull, fat, groſs, heavy Dame,” IS 
. .. Your riches to encreaſe,” 
Alafſet ſhe Will but zear you fort, 
Bid _ to findout berter ſport, 
Lie with a pot of greaſe, 


6, 
If meager—»be thy delight, 
She* | conquer in yenereal fighe, 
And waſte chee to the bones; 
Such kind of girles like to your Mill, 
The more = give, the more crave they. wall, 
| Or elle chey.le grind the ftones, 


7s 
If black, *tis ods ſhe's div'liſh proud; ©. 7,7 «. - 
If Short, Zentippe like, too loud, THY q 
If lone, she* | lszy be; 
Foolish (che Proverb ayes) if "7 1 _ n ; 
If wiſe and comely danger's there, . 
TN Left che doCukco!d hee 
[ if 
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_*mÞ 
1* he bring ſtore of money, ſuch 
A «© liketo domineer too n:uch, | 
Prove Mrs, no good Wife + 

And when they canno* keep you under, 
They*i fil che houſe with ſcolding thunder, 

What worſe then ſuch alife ? 


9, 
Bur if their Doawry only be 
Beanty, farewell feliciry, 
, Thy fortune *s caſt away, 
Thon miſt be ſure to ſatisfte her 
In belly, and in back defire, 
To labour night and day; 


TO 
And rather then her pride giye ore, 
 She'l curn perhaps an honoui'd wrore, 
and thou'lt tow be, 
Whileſt lize FA:o»thou mayeſt weep, 
To think thou forced art to kei p 
| Such as deyoure thee; 
t7, 
Tf being Noble thou doſt wed 
A ſeryile creature, -balely bred, 
$6214 oY Thy family it defaces j 
Tf being mean, cn< nobly born, | 
She*l ſwear toexalc a Courtlike horn, 
: Thy low deicent it grace. 
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I: 
If one tongue be'-foo much for arty, * 
Then he who tak*s a wife with mariy; 
| Kiibws fiot What may becide Him, 
S$h1e whom he didf6r the learning honour, 
To ſcold by book wil fake upoh he#, 
ns hin * Rhetorically chide vim, 


134 
If both her parents living are, : 4 6 
To pleaſe them y ou muſt take! ovear tare, 
Qeſpoile: your furure fortune; 
Butif departed ghiere ohis life © 12» 207 
You muſt be rv” your: wifes, ,þ 
And father all, bs cerelia, 


14. 

If bravely dreſifair fac'd and witty, 

She'l oft be eadding i fo the City, | 

r __ you ſay r her nay, 
SRET:eit you ( ify 'OU t her d 
Since women hae rerms ga Dj) not why, 


102 Put they ill keep them may, 
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TFWſou rha ke choice of & ouncrey ware, 
of beitig Catkold there”s leſs fear ; 
: Buc fiupid honeſty 
Miy teach her how'to ſleep all night, 
And take a great deal more delight, 
tL T9 mi!k the Cowes than thees 
Gonco®tion 
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IG., 
ConcoRion makes their blood agree 
Too near, where's conſanguinity 3 
Then letnO kin be choſen: 
He looſeth on pars of his creaſare, 
Who thus confingth all his pleaſure 
:.-;. Torh'arms of a fiiſt Cozen! 


I7; 
He'l neyer haye herat command, 
Who takes aWife art ſecond hand ; 
Then chuſe no widowed mother. 
The firft cut of that bit you love; "Y 
If othershad, LY mzin'ryou proye 
Bur tafter to another? 


x3, 
Beſides if ſhe'tring children many, 
Ti Is like by thee ſhe'le nor have af\)'s 
| But prove a Darren Doe : Z 
Or if by chem ſh&nEre had one, 
By thee "cis _ ſhe have none; 


Whittt hou ſor wea k-back $0, 


ſowing 
_ there were other Gaia Y bave & w "0 


7 kcir ſeed but nerxe could dit orowing, 
Yau myſt L ſo Lys 
nnd where the Terra incopnita 
207 f BIO, 6. you mult i: Foes ly; 
het And flifl for weak-back go, 
20, Then 
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EG. 
Then truſt notk malddn'fate,, . 


Nor confidence in widowes place ; 


Thoſe weaker veſſels miy 
Spring leak, or ſplit, againſt a rock, 
And when your fame's wrapt in a ſmock, 
*Tis eahly calt away, 


21, 
Yet be ſhe fair, foul, ſhort; or tal), 
You for a t1me may love them all, -. 


Call chem your ſoul, your life, 
And oneby ofic them undermine, 
As Courtiz an, or Concubine, 


Burcihever 4s warried W:fe 


He who conſtders this may end the trife, 
Confelle no trouble like unto a Wife, 


M z AN 
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| AN ELEGIE 

: Os 

Mr, TJoha Cliaviland, 

| Pm Witsare prun'd the firft this may ap- 


pear 

B, that high valued picce interred here; 

Whoſe Laurear Genius wrapt with ſacred $kill 
Provy'd hisextraCtion from Perneſſxe Hill 
Whoſe Fame, like Pallas Flame, ſhone: in'each 
Crowning his Fancy royally divine, © (lime, 
Rich jn Elixar*d meafures, and in all 

That could breath Senſe in airs Empharticall, 
Pure Love his Native inflvencey a lot (Scot, 
Given him from Heay'n, No people ſave the 
Bur did affe@t him : — Theſe had lov'd him too, 
Had heſchool'd Baſeneſs with a ſmoother Brow; 
But js refined temper ſcorn*d t'cngage 

His Pento time, or humour any 207. 

Compleat in all that might true honour gain, 

Onely an cnemy to Wither, Strain : 

Holcing it till the Prodigy of Time 

To Canenize a Poer fora Ryme, 

Free in fruttion of himftelf ; Content, 

In what diz-relifh'd fervile Sp'rits, Reſtraint, 
N. w ſorre will izy, his Po/ume was to imall, 
To car an Herman Arch or Eſcurell 


To 
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To hisdilated Fame :=—O do not put 
Theſe frivolous Obj:&ions! Homers Nut 
Inclos'd a {iving [{iad.. *Tis not much 
Perpetuatesoar memory, bur ſuch 
As can a& wanders and apply acure - 
To States ſurprized with a Calenture 2 
And wuich their Quill beyond all Chymick Arc 
Purpe the corruptions of a Rate-fick Rzare 
By rare Phlebetomy :— | hisart was his» 
Which made his name ſo pretious as it is, 
Such was the Practice of a Golden Trme 
T o ſpare the Perſan, but to tax the Crime: 
Age is not ſummon'd by years but hours asT mes 
So works, are ballancd,not by Leafs but Lines. 
Elitzs afhrard, and bound 1: wi:han @ath 
That Celſus Poems were meretfood for th* Moth? 
And for thoſe Manaſcripte which Mevins writ, 
They might be ſtyi'{ che Surpuzdry of Wir. 
Look home, & weigh the Fancies of cheſe days, 
And you*l conclude, they merit equall-praiſe: 
A Title or a Fronciſpiccs in plate 
Drawn from a P:rſon of deſcrtlefs State, 
Lures Legions of Admirers-— Wits muſt wane 
That hold a diſtance with the Sycophanc, 
Timiſts be on?ly chrivers: Bu: a brain 
Thats freely g2ncrons {corns ſervile gain, 
Such was this pure Parnaſſtan whoſe clear nature 
T2 gaina world coul1 never brook co flatter, 
Poiz2 this /mparalel ; and you will find 
A Mine of creatures in a macchleſs mind, 
M 3 N» 
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*© No more ! the Name of Cleaveland ſpeaks ta 
« Aliving Annal, dying Elegie, (me 


Upon the pitiful Elegy vvrit I ately 
on him ; iodeftly raxcu, and freely 
Vindicated by the candid cen- 
ſurx'ofan jndeared Brother, 


[Ince thy remove from Earth,there cant ta me 
} A Funerall Elegy addreſt jo thee : 

Elegiachs made gracious by thy Name, 
But tao ſhort lyung'd to parale[/ thy Fame, 
Laurel and Bays were the Subjefts of bis Pen, 
Whoſe muddy Mſnſe deſerved none of them, 
A (nblimated ſtile bereft of Senſe, 
1s like a Brain-ftrapt Juſtice #n 4 Bench, 
whoſe tones are thunder, Fury and command. 
But 11 a Diale&} none underftand. 
Thy native Fancy was no Lician Dreams, 
Deriv d from th: (hryſtall Rills if Hyppocrene; 
Thy free-bhorn Genius did it ſelf expreſs 
In Phidias Colours without forreign dreſs 
Atach like the Damnsk roſe, bat newly blown, 
And bluſheth in no Tinftlure, but her own. 

Such was thy Poeli-, which th' Alfion S:ate 
Aliy envy, or admire ſcarce imitate, 
{n rureft Odes Birds ſhould thy loſs bemone 
And in ſurvive meaſares,or 11 none 

= Fox 


ect 
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For theſe who want art toimbelliſh worth, 
Wrong them whom they cadeayour tg ſer 
forth. ; 


= 


Y% 


EE ens 


«Sic peritingenium, Genii ni pignora vitam, 
«Perpetuam ſRatuant, &Monumenta Rruan”. 

& Aurea fic docilem coluerunt Secula vatem, 
*Ordine Pieridium commemorando parem, 


Anſon, 


Bo 


MA HIHLCAHT THE 


CHARACTER 


Of a London Diurnal. 


D:rgal: is a punic Cronicle , ſcarce pine 
feathes 'd with the wings OY time, I: 1s 
Af) Hiftory in þppets,the Eneliſh Ill:iads in 2 nut» 
{hell; the Apocryphal Parliaments Book of Mac- 
cabees in fingle ſheets ; ir would tire a Welch- 
Pedigree, to reccon up how many Aps *tis remce 
ved from an A»p:1/: For it isof that Extratt,on- 
ly of the younger houſe, likea Shrimp to a Lob- 
fter. The Original Sinner in this kind was Durch 
G all1belgicus cheProtoplaſt;and tte modern Mey- 
euries bur Hani-in-Kelders, The Counteſſe of 
Zealand was Drought to bed of an Almanach, as 
many children as dayes in the year : it may be 
the Leor1ſH[ative Lady is of that lineage; ſo ſhe 
ſpawns che D:iurnals, and they a: Weſtminſter 
take them\in Dy the names of Scerr exe, {Bvicas , 

Byitanicous, Ti the Frontiipicce of the old zel- 
dame Dinrxal, like the contents of the Chapter , 

fictech t| e Roaſe of (ommons , Judging the 
rivelye Tribes of /frael, - You may call them the 
Kingdomes Anatomy beforethe werk!y Kalendar, 
Forſuch is a Prurnal, the day of the month, 
with whac weather in the Commonewealth. It is 
taken 


ot oY = ny [= 


CO a Rent 


of a London Dwurnal. 


tak:n for the pulſe of the Body politich, andche 
Emperick, Divines of the Aſſembly, thole ſpirity. 
al Dragooners,chumb ic accordingly, Indeed it 
isa pret y Synop/is : and thoſe grave Rabbies , 
( though in pointof Divimty) trade in no lar. 
oer Authors, The Conntry Carrier, when he 
buys; it for the Picar , miſcajls it the Vrinal: yer 
prope ly enough , for it calts,the water of the 
State , eyer ſince jt-{taled blood, I: differs from 
an Axlicuws, as the Divel and his Exorciſt ; oras 
a black witch doth from a White onc, whole of 
fice is to unravel her 1nchant ments, 

It begins uſually with an Ord:1zaxce, whichis 
a Laiw.ſtill-born, dropt before qtickned by the 
Reyall aſſent : *Tiscwn of the P.rltaments by. 
blows ( a&ts being ligitimate ) and hath no more 
Syre than the Spaniſh Gunet , that is begotten 
by the wind, 

.Thus their Afalitia (1.k2 its patron Aars ) 
is the iſſue onely of the ſor her,mithout the.con- 
courſe of Rojall Jupiter, Yer Lapwitis, if they 
vote it, though in defiance of their Fuxdamen- 
tal;; likethe old Sextoz , who. ſwore his Cock 
went true, what ever the ſun ſaid to the contrar:, 

The next ingredients of a Diarnal is plots hore 
rible plots , which wich wonderfall fogacity it 
hunts dry-foot, while they are yer in_ their 
cauſes, before Materi« prima can put on hee 
ſinock, How many ſuch tics of the Aorher have 
Fzoubled the Kirgdomyr , and( for all Sir wal. 
ter 


iſ; "A Charatter, 
ter Earl looks like a Man-midwife ) not yet de- 
: Iivered of fo much'asa caſhiov. Bur AFfors muſt 
have their Properties 3 and fince the Stages were 
woted down the only Pl:y-houſe isat weſtminſter. 

Sucable ro their plots are their Informers, 
Stippers, and T:y/ours,Spamels both for the land 
and Water, Good conſcionable intelligencet For 
however P:»5-bill may irflime the rechoning, 
the honeſt vermine hayenor ſo much for lying as 
thepublick Fauh, 

Thus a zealous Barbary in Moor feelds, while 
he was contriving fome Querpo.cut of Church. 
Government, by the help of his out- lying ears, 
and che Oracoyſticon of the Spirit, diſcoyered 
ſuch a Plz, that Se/derintends tocomba: Anti. 
quity, and maintain it was a Taylors Gooſe, that 
preſerved the Capttol. 

I wonder my Lord of Canterbury is notonce 
more all ro-be-rraytor'd for dealing with the 
Lyoxs , to ſettle the Commiſſion of Array in the 
Tower, 't would do wellto cramp the Articles 
Dormant,; belides the opportunity of reforming 
thoſe Beaſts of the Prerogative? aud changing 
their profaner names of Harry and Charles 1nto 
Wehemiah »nd Eleizar, 

Suppoſe a Corn-cutter , being to give little 
Iſaac a caft of hs cffice , (ſhould fall to paring his 
' Brows, miſtaking the one end for the other, be- 


cauſe he branch-s at both s This would be a plot ,- 


and the next Dinrzal would furniſh you with 
this ſcail of Votes. Re 


of a Eondoy Diurgal. 
Reſolved wpon the Bucftion,thar this a& of the 
Corn-catter Was an abſolute invaſion of the Ci= 
ties Charter , in the repreſentaive farchead of 
Iſaag. 

Reſe olved, thatthe evil Connſellours about the 
Corn-cutter are Popiſhly effe&ted , and enecnies 
to the State, 

Reſolved,chat there be 3 publick thanksgiving 
for the greardeliverance of 1ſaac's Brow-antters, 
and a ſolemn Covenant drawn up, to'defie rhe 
{orn-catter, and all his works, 

Thus the £#:xors of this age, fight wich the 
windmils of their own heads, quell "Moniterrof 
their own creation, make plots and then diſcs< 
yerchem : as who fitter to unkenne} the Fox, 
than the Tarrzer that isa part of him 2 

In the third place march their Adventurers ; 
the Rennd-heads Legend,the Rebels Romance fto- 
ries of a larger {13* than the ears of their: SetF, 
able to Arangle the belief of a Sol. fid an. 

Þle oreſent themin their order ; and firſt as'2 
Whiffler before the ſhow, enter Stamford, one 
that crod the Rage with che firſt, traverſt his 
oround, made a Teo and Exit, The Conntrey- 
people cook him for one, that by Qrder of the 
Houſes, was to dance a Morrice throvgh the Weſt 
of England, Well t he is a nimble G:nt/eman,ſer 
lim upon B4rkshis horſe in » ſaddle rampantand 
ir 1s a great queſtion, which part of the Cen. 
taur ſhews betcer cricks, . 
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There 
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134. A Charatler 


There was 2 yote paſſing to tranſlate him, 
wighall his equipage, into Monumencall Ginger 
bread, but it was croſſed by the Female Com- 
mirccee, alledging, that the Valour of his Image 
would bitechcir ct1:dren by the tongues, 

This Cubir and a half of Commander , by 
the help of a D:iurnal, routed his enemies fifty 
miles oft: Ic is ſtrange you will ſay, and it is 
oenerally be'ieved, he would as ſoon do it at 
that diſtance, as nearer hand, Sure it was his 
Sword, for which the weapon «ſalve was invent- 
ed, that ſo wounding and healing, lik: loving 
Correlates, might both work at the ſame tes 
moves, 

But the Squib is'run ro the end of the 
Rope ; Room for the Prodigy of Valeur, Madam 
Altropos in breeches , Wallers Knight-Errantry 
and becauſe every Mogntebanckh mult have his 
zany, throw him Hazelrrg to ſet of the Story ; 
theſe two like Bel/ and the Dragon, arc alwayes 
worſhipped in the ſ2me Chapter, they hun: in 
their couples; what one doch at the head , the 
other (cores uv at the heel. 

Thus they kill a man over and over , as Hop» 
& ins and Srernhold murder the Pſalmes with 5 
nother to the ſame, one chimes all in, and then 
the other Rrikes up as the Sainte cl, 

1 wonder for haw many liv:'s my Lord Hop- 
fon tock the Liaſe of his body, . 

Fiſt S:amford flew him : then ?PaJler our- 
Kliled 
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killed rhat half a bar z and yet it its thoughe che 
ſullen Corps would ſcarce bleed, were botkuthei® 
Manſlayers never ſo near. it. . 

The fame: gces of a + Dutch: hiedfnat . chat 
he would. do his office with'ſo much caſe and 
dexterity , "that the head after «x*cutibn/ ſhovid 
Rand upon'the. ſhoulders; 1pray God Sir: #:{[i= 
am be not probationer for the place, Foras if 
he had the like Knack too, - moſt of "thoſ® whom 
the. Diurnals hath flain for him, to us poor 1 ou 
talsſcem untouchr, 

Thusthe Artificers of Death can kill ng 
without wounding the body:, like Lightning 
that melts the ſword : ahd never - hnges che 
Scabbard, 

This is the #/1/1;am , whoſe: Lady 18 as Con. 


querour: : -- This is the City-Champion, and che 


Diurnali delight, he that Cuckolds ie Generall 
in bis Commiſſon : For be: ſtalks with 'Zſex, 
and ſhoots under his belly; becauſe his Excel- 
kney himſelf is not charged there. Vert' in all 
this triumph, there is a Whip and a Bell :-tranſ- 
late but the Scene to Rogod-way Down, There 
H az lerig*s Lobſters were turned into Crabs,ar d 
crawled backwards : there poor Sir #1//;a9-ran 
to his Wife for a ufe of conſolation. 

But the Dinrnal is weary of the arm of fleth , 
and now begins an Hofanna: to: Cromwel, one 
that hath beat, up his drums clean tharoughihe 
Old Teflament ; you may learn the — 
0 
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of our Saviour, by the names of his. Regi mehr; 
The:Muſter Maſter uſes no ocher Lift than the 
firſt chapter of Mathew, 

Wi:h whartface ca they object ro the King 
the-bringing in of Forraigners, when themſelves} - 
enterfainduch an Artny of Hebrew:?This Crom- 
wt Rnever ſoyalorous , as when he is making 
Speeches for the 'Aſfociation 3 which neverthe. 
le(she doth-ſome what, ominouſly with his neck : 
exwry ,. bolding up his-car, as if. he expected 
Mahomets Pidgeon to come and promprt-him, 
He thould be a bird: of prey *t00' by his bloody 
beak;$' his No: is. able: to try a \-young Eagle, 
whether ſhe'be lawfully þegorten, - Bur all is not 
991d thatgliſters :What we wonder at in' the reſt 
of thent is 'natralt 'to him, to kill without 
blood-thed :' for themoſRtoof his Trophies are 1n 
a Church-window' 4 when a'\ Looking-glaſt 
would (hew -him' more Superſtition, He is 10 
perfet a hater of Images, that. he' hath defaced 
God's irrhis own ed#xtenance. If he deals with 
men, *cis when he takes\them napping. inats old 
Aonument then down gots duft and aſher : and 
the, ft6nteſt Cavalier'isno berter, O- brave Oli 
ter l"T4mes. Yoider,' Subfzer tothe Worms £ \n 
Whom Death, who formerly deyoured our An- 
c&ſh+t;, now: chews thecud, He faid grace once, 
33) if he-would have fallen aboard with the 
 Margneſs of Newraftlt : nay and the Dinrnal 
gayeyou his bill of fare, "bur ir proyed a running 
banquet 


of a London Dinrnal, iS, 


. | banquet , as appears by the tory... Believe. him 
ay he whiſtles to his (ambridge teem of . Come 
mittee meu, and he. doth, wonders. But hely men 
(like the holy Langs oeged mult. he read; back 
of wards. They rifle Colledgesto promote Learn- 
1. | 1»g » and pull down Chyrches for edificatiow. But 
Sacrwuedges is entailed upon him.s There muſt-be 
2.Cromwellfor (athedratsas.well asfor Abbeys: 
k adecure ſin, whoſe offence carries its, pardon in 
z| its mouth : For how can he be hang'd 'for 
Church robbery, tha; gives himſelf the benefix of 

n, 
| the Clergy. 
JT _ Bux forall Cromwels Noſe wears the Donnie | 
call Letter compared to Mancheſter , he is but | 
like the Vigus $0-2n holy da 7 This, this js the! | 
man.of Ged.a ſanRificd T hauderaboltythat By r« 
roughs, in a propontionable 'blaſptiemy to- his 
Lord of Hoſts, would file him the leengergye 
vying battleco the Devil. let - 

Indeed , a$the Axpelr, each of them mokes 
ſeveral ſpecies, {o-eycry one of his:Sox/diers is X 
diſtin&t Church, Had theſe beaſts been to ehrer 
into the Ajk, 3t-would baye puzzled Neab;tm 
bays ſyired themiora pairs. IF -ever there were 
4 rops of ſand, ic wereſo mary Seas EI in 
thy L/raciations, 

They, agree:  i-gorhing, ug ahey are al fs 
dawitgs | in underftanding,., I is: the-ſign df a 
roraed wank and fight; yer al their ralour 

Sfream their: ignorance. : ; 

Bur 
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But I wonder whence their Gehetals purity 
proceeds ; it is not by traduRion : if he was be= 
gotten a Saint it 'was by equivocal 'generarion * 
for the Devil in the father ,-is turn' d Monk in 
the Son, ſo hisgodlinefs is of the ſame paren« 


tage with good Laws , both extracted of bad 


manners ; and would he alter'the Scripture', as 
he. hath attempted the Creed , he might vary 
the Text, and ſay to corruption , Thou av oy 
Father, 

This is he , chat hath pit! ove one of the 


Kingdomes eyes, by clouding our Mother-U-- 


niverſiry ; : and (if this Scotch _ further ptc= 


vail ) will extinguiſh chis other, : hath the 
like *quarrel to both, becauſe- Wap re rune 
with the ſarne-Optrek werve, Knowing Loyalty. 


Barbarous Rebel! who will be revenged 'upon 
all Learning, becauſe his Treaſon is beyond the 
mercy of the book. | 
' » The Dinthil as) yer hach fot tatked mich” of 
V:Rories , bur? there 3s the niore- behind : For 
the Knight muft alwayes beat cthe'Gianc ; that's 
reſolved. If any thing fall <our- amiſſe , which 
can not be ſmochered, the Dinrn@l hath a: help 
at Maw, it is bur;purting to Sea, and cakiis & 
Damſh Fltet , or brewing it with ſome: fuccells 
oitt of Irelant; ahd{ it o6es 'down mertily,” + 
There are more Puppets tht -thove bythe 
wyre of a Diarnat, 1s Brerito ad Gell, woof 
Me: his petty-toes 3 ſuch ſniyelling Cords; 
that 


of « London Digrnal. 
thatitis 2 Favourto call them ſo. Was Breyeton 
to fight with his teethy 25 in all other things he 
reſembled the Beaff, he would have odds of any 
man at the weapon : O he's a terrible ſlaughter 
man, at a thankigiving Dinner : had he been a 
Cannabal,to have eaten thoſethat he yanquiſhe , 
his gut would have made him valianc, FA 

The greateſt wonder is at Fairfax, how he 
comes to be a babe ofGrace, Certainly it is 
not in his perfonall , but ( as the State»Syphiect 
diſtinguiſh)in bis Polirick capacity ; regenerared 
ab extra, by the, zcal of the houſe he ſate in y as 
Chick:ns are hatch'd at Grand Cairo, by the 
adoption of an Oyen, | | 

There is the Woodmonger too, afceble Crutch 
ton declining cauſe ; a new branch of the old 
Oak of Reformation, | EP 

And now I ſpeak of Reformation, vour aves 
Fox, the Tinker, the livelieft embleme of it char 
may be ; For what did this Parliament ever go 
about to reform , bur Tinker wiſe' in mending 
one hole they made three ? 

But I have not Inke enough to cure all che 
Terters and Rino-werms of the State, 

I will cloſe up all thus ; The Victories of the 
Rebels are lik: che Magicall Combat of Apulr iu, 
who thinking he had ſlain all three of his Ene- 
mies, found them ac laſt, bur a Triumyirate of 
Blidders. Such and ſo empty are the triumphs 
of a Diurxa't, but ſo many impoſthumaced 
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Fancics, ſo-many bladders of their ewn- blow: 


ing, 


The Charafter of a C ountyey Committee-man ) 
withthe Ear mark of a Sequeſtrator, 

A Commitee-man by his name ſhould be one 
that is poſſeſſed , there is number enough 

in his nameto make an Epither for Legion z he 
is Perſona tn concreto(to borrow the So/sc:ſme. of 
2 modern States man Jyou may cranſlace ic by the 
Red-bull phraſe, and ſpeak as properly , en- 
ter ſeven Devills ſo/x# : 1t is'a well trus'd title , 
that contains both the number and the Beaſt. 
} For a Committee-man is a novn of multitude; 
| he muſt be ſpelled with figures, like Afitichrif 
wrapped in a pair-royall of Sjxes 5 Thus the 
name 15as Monſtruous as the Man, a complear 
notion of the ſame lineage with accumulative 
treaſon : For his office 15 the Heptarchy of Evg « 
lands F:itters : it is the broken meat of a crumb- 
Ting Prince, only the Royalty is great ; for it is 
here, aSin chemiraclcof loaves, the voider ex- 
ceeds the Bill of fare ; the Popeand herings the 
change ; here is che plurality of Crowns to ane 

| head 3 joyn them thgether, and there is a har 
mony in diſcord, the tripple headed Porter of 
Hell, A Commitee-man is che Reliques of Re« 
call Goyernment, but ( like holy Reliques;) he 


Out bulks the ſubſtance, whereof he-is a remnant, 
: There 
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There is a ſcore of Kings in a Committee 4 as in 
the reliques of the Cro!s there is the number 
of twenty, Thisisthe Gyant with the hundred 
hands, that weilds the Scepter,, the-tyrannicall 
Bead-Roll , by which the Kingdome prayes. 
backward; and witha kind of Rebus , at every 
curſe dropsaComimictee-man,Let FH AK&LES 
be waved; whioſe .conducing clemency aggra« 
yates the defeRtionzind makes Nerd he queſtion; 
b:tter a Nero then a Committee. -There is leſs 
execution by a ſingle buller, than by caſe-ſhots 
Now a Conimictee-man is' a party-coloured 
officer, he muſt be drawn like Fans with Croſs 
and Pile in his countenance , as he relates tothe 
— ;. or face about to his fleecing the 
ntry. Look upon. him Martially, and he is4 
Juſtice of war 5: one that hath bound his Da/res 
up in Baff, and will needs be: of che Duorum to 
the beſt Commanders » he is one of Mars his 
Lay-Elders;hesharcs in the Goyernmenc,though. 
2 Non-conformift to his bleeding Rubriek-he 
1s the like SeQtary in armes,. as the-Platonick is 
Ta love,keeps a flagtering i diſcourſe,bur. proves 
Hageard in the aCtion ; | he isnot of the :Souls 
diers, andiyer 'of his flock ; ; it is arr emblem- of 

thegolden Age ( and ſuch indeed: he makes it 
ro him, when ſo rame a pidgeon! may converſe. 
with Vultures. Methinks a Comininee hatging 
abour- a /Goyernour , 'and Bandilers dangting 
avon a fur d Alderman , have an Anagram re- 
'N 2 ſem» 
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ſemblance ; there is no Syntax between a Cap 
of maintenance and a helmer, Who cyer knew 
an enerny routed by a grand Juty, and a Bla 
vera ? It is a lefr-handed Garriſon, where ther 
authority perches'; but rhe more prepoſterous, 
the more in faſhion: The right-hand fights, while 
the left rules the reins: The truth 15, the Souldier 
and the Gentleman are like Don £uixot and 
Sancha Pancha, -one fights at' all adyentures to 
purchaſe, the -other- the' Government of the 
Ifland, A Committee -man properly ſhould be 
the Governors Mattroſs to fit his truckle ,- $0 
raiſe Aſſcſſements in the nabouiing Wapen# 
take, + The Countrey people being like an Tridls 
Cow, that will not-give down her milke, unteſs 
ſheſee her Culf before her : Hence it is, he is the 
Garriſors dry Nurſe, he chews their Contribu» 
210n before he feedsrthem ; ſo rhe poor Souldiers 
hve like Trochi/ms,- by picking-the teeth» of this 
ſacred Crocodile; --So much for 'his warltke of 
ammunition face, -which' is fo preternamral z 
thatiit 1s rather a viſard then a face, fars in him 
bath a blinking aſpoR, ' his Face of Armes'is like 
his coat parte per pale, Souldjerand Gentleman, 
much of a ſcan:ling, ' Now enter-his Taxing 2nd 
deglabing face: 2 ſqueezing look like that of Ye- 
fpefianxa,as if he ere breeding over a cloſeſtoo!; 
\. Take him thus, /and he is jn che inquiſition 
of. the purſe an authentick Gypſiz, 'thar 'pips 
Fcur-Bung with a canting Ordinance z not a 
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murthered fortune inall the Countrey, burbleeds 
at the touch of chis malefator. He is the ſpleen 
of the body politick, thac ſwells it ſelf ro the 
conſumption of the whole, Ac firſt indeed hr fe: = 
rected for thc Parliament, bur fince he hath gor 
off his Cope, he ſetup for himſelf; he lives upon 
the (ins of the people , and thats a good Rand. 
mg dish.coo ; he verefics the Axigm, [1ſdem n#- 
tritur ex quibus componitur, his dict is ſutable to 
his conſticution, I hays wondred often why the 
plundred Countrey men ſhould repair ro hm 
for ſuccour ; certainly ic is under the ſame nc» 
tion, as one Whoſe pockets are pickt goes to 
Mal=caut-purſeas the predominant in that facu's 
ty. He ouc dives a Dutchman, gets a Noble 
of him, that wasnever wor. h {1x-pence ; for the 
pooreſt do not eſcape, bur Dutch like he will be 
dreyning even the drieft ground ; he aliens a 
Delinquents eſtate wich as little remorſe as his 
Holineſs giveth away an Herecicks kingdome ; 
and for the crutch of the delinquency , both 
Chapmen have as little share of infallibill cy, 
Lye is the grand Sallad of Arbitrary Govern- 
ment, Executor to ths Star-Chamber, and the 
high Commilſion ;z for thoſe Cotrts are not ex» 
einct, they ſurvive in bim, lik: Dollars changed 
inco ſingle money : To ſpeak che truth he is the 
univerſal Tribunal : for Gnce theſe: crimes, all 
couſes fall co his cognizunce, 2s in a great in+ 
{tion all-difcaſcs curn oftto the Plague. It 
N 3 CONCeins 
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conceins our Maſters the Parliament to look 
abour them ; if he proceedeth ar this rate , the 
Jack may come to ſwallow the the Pike ; as the 
[ntereft often ears ou: the principal, As his com 
mands are great, ſo he looks for a Reyerence 
accordingly. He is punRual in exaRing your 
har, and to fay right it is his due + but by the 
ſame title a5 the upper garment is the yails of 
the Executioner, There was 2 time when ſuch 
eattel would hardly have been taken upon. ſuſ- 
picion of men in office, unleſs the old Pro- 
yerb wer? renewed, that the beggars make a 
free company and choſe their Wardens. You 


may ſee, what iris to hang together ; look up. 


on them ſeycrally , and you cannot bur fumble 
for ſome threads of charity : But O they are 
Tarmagrants in cory nEtion ! like Fiddlers who 
ar: rogues when they go ſingle , and joyned in 
conſort , Gent!emen Muſicianers. 1 care not 
much if I untwiſt my C mmirrtee-man, and ſo 
give him a receit of his grand Catholicon. 

Take a Stare-Martyr, one that for his good 
behaviour hath paid the exciſe of his ears, fo 
ſuffered captivity by the Lind Piracy of Ship- 
money z next a Primitive Freeholder , one that 
hates the King, becauſe he is a Gentleman , 
tranſereſling che Magna Charta of Delving A- 
dam. Addeto theſe a morcified bankrupt » "that 
h:Ips our his falſe weights with ſome ſcruples 
of Conſcience ,» and wigh his peremptory ſciles 

can 
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can doom his Prince with a 2fene Tekel, Thee 
with a new blue ſtockin'd Juſtice, lately made of 
2 200d basket-hilted Yeoman , with a ſhort= 
handed Clerk, cackt to the rear of him to care 
ry the Knapſnack of his underſtanding, together 
with two or three equiyocall Sirs , whoſe Reh- 
gion like their Gentiliry, is rhe excract of their 
Acres, being therefore ſpiricual , becauſe they 
are earthly nor forgetting the man of the 
Law, whoſe corruption gives the Hogon to the 
fincere Janos Theſe are the fimples of this 
precious compound,a kind of Dutch Hotchepotch, 
the Hogan Mogan Committee-man. 

A Commictee-man hatha Side-man , on ra» 
ther a fetter-hight, a Sequeſtrator z of whom 
you may fay , as of the great Sultans horſe , 
where he treads the graſs gr>ws no more, He 
is the States Cormorant, one that fiſhes for the 
pablick , but feeds himſelf 3 the miſery is , he 
fithes w.thout the Cormorants property , a rope 
to flrengthen the guilet, and ro make him dif 
george, A Scqueltrator! He js the Devils Nut- 
hook che ſign with him is alwayes in the clutches, 
There are more Monſters retain co vim, chan 
toall the limbs in Anatomy, It is ſtrange Phy» 
ficians do notapply him to the ſoles of che feer 
in a deſperate Feaver ; he draws far beyond Pi 
ocons: I hope ſome Monntebank will ſlice him , 
and 'mak2 the experiment, He 1s a Tooths 
drawer onc2 remoyed, here is the difference z 
N 4 one 
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one applauds the Grinder, the other the Griſt. 
Never till now could I verifie the Poets dee 
ſcriprtion,that the ravenous harpy had a humane 
viſage: Death it ſelf cannot quic ſcores with 
him; Lik: the Demoniack in the Goſpell, he 
lives among Tombs, nor is all the holy water 
Shed by Widows and Orphans a ſufficient Ex. 
orciſm to diſpoſſeſſe him, Thus the Car ſucks 
your breach, and the fiend vour blood; Nor 
can the brotherhood of Witch-finders , ſo 
ragely inſticuted with their cerrour , wean the 
Familiars. 

But once more to fingle out my imboſt 
Committee-man, his fate(for I know you would 
fain ſce an end of him) is either a whipping 
Audic, when he is wrung in the withers by a 
Committee of Eximinations ; . and ſo the 
ſpunge weeps out the moiſture which he ſoaked 
before ; Or elſe he meets his paſſing. peal in the 
clamorous nutiny of a gur-found:ed Garriſon ; 
For the Hedgc-Sparrow will be feeding the 
Cuckow, till he miftzk s her_ Commons and 
bices of her head, What ever'cis, it is with in his 
deſert : For wha: is oblerved of ſome creztures , 
that. at the ſame time they trade in productions 
three ſtoites high ; ſuckling the firlt, big with 
the ſecond, and clixeting for the third, A 
Committee-man is the Councerpoint.; his 
miſchief in ſypercetation, a certzin ſcale of 
dceitiugtion g for he ry:ns the Father, vegpe's 
93 f6 
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the Sn, and ſtrangles the hopes of all poſte= 
ms « 


A Letter to a Friend diſſmading him from bis 
attempt to marry aN UN, 
SIR, | 

"T #ugh no mans arms can be opened wider 

to receive you on ſhore and give you poſe 
ſeſſion of this breaſt , yer I k1ow n ot whether 
with the uſual. complement I may welcome 
you home, as doubring your Countrey may 
have mewed that relation in ſo long an at» 
ſence, she having expoſed her noble 1fue , 
being conviction enough to make you diſclaim 
her, Beſides there is {uch a new face of things 
fince your departure, that what was formerly 
the Character of the inhabitant, is now the 
Kingdomes, To be a ffranger at home, infomuch 
as were you deſlign'd for a ſecond journey, it 
might be part cf your buſineſs to trayel other 
Countreys in queſt of your own. Indeed $he 
is but an alien in her looks, thas moſt of her 
Off-ſpring dare not ask her bleſſing : her coun= 
renance is not den!z:n of her ſ-1'z you would 
think her to be ſome floating Iſland, that had 
made a yoyage oncly to truck for an outlandish 
viſage, Some who have ſpell'd | her liner 
ments, ſay she copies out the Datch, and to 
make good the parallel, they doubt not to 
inftance our Hogan Governours, It is ina brce 
ken 


198 LETTERS, 
ken Kingdome, as in a crack*d Laoking-Gla(s 
where inſtead of one face, that Monarch-l:ke , 
ſhould repreſent the whole, you may ſce varie- 
ty of leſſer oncs, glimmering in its room, and 
the Aſp2Qs of all of them fierce and fromning. 
Well then a forreigner ſhe is, and her comple- 
xion borrowed ; ſ> that as our new Philoſc- 
oo would have the Earth to moye, and .the 
eayens ſtand Rill, the ſame may be ſaid of the 
State of ours, and the Royall train that you 
were part of, It was the Kingdome wandered , 
not you that lefrir, You are fixed, and Eng- 
Lind in cxile, When a Countrey reels from irs 
ſettled poſture , there is no defeRtion in him 
that quits ir, it having firſt abandoned it ſelf. 
In this caſc, tnoughir be a fallacy in the ſence, 
it holds good in reaſon , that the ſhore moves 
and falls of from the Sailor. When you ſee 
Sir, there is ſome poſſibility I might reverfe 
your travzls, were it not for one argument 
which abundantly confirms them , the ſave EX 
perience you have treaſur'd up in your obſer. 
'yations : for no ſooner had you loft your na 
tive ſoil, but by way of repriſal you took in 
others, The Dominions you viſit you carry 
along with you, and by a viRtorioug induſtry 
make them pay rribute ro your underſtanoing ; 
not lik: a num! ec of our roaring Gallan's "8 
who return ſo empty and without their errand 
as is their trayell like this Witches in the air,were 
nathing 
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othing but th? waftage of a deJuded phanta- 
y, perſwading themlelyes, that they circle the 
lobe, when the Crd, they ſail by, is nothing 
Iſe bur a ſlumvering impoſture, But merhinks 
7e are too grave Sir , What if we unbend a 
hile, and tell you that in all your Errantry, 
here is no adventure ſo much afte&ts me, as 
hat of the Nan : were I cannot determine , 
therher your loye it (z1f were more exotick , 
br the form of accoſting ic : For alchough it 
e natural for j:alouſie ro ſtudy fornication , 
and every Cuckold within his own precin&s 
ro be'an Engineer, yet never before have [ 
heard of a Miſtreſs fencd with a poor-cullice , 
or an ar1orous viſit manag'd with the caution , 
which ſuſpicious Kings uſe in an enterview, 
This mannee of greeting may not unfitly be 
termed CupidsBirriers, breathing exerciſe ra. 
ther then a combat, where the dallying Cham. 
pions have a rail to part them, that they may 
not fight it out to the urtermolt, Had your old 
Romancing ſpirit -poſſeſt you , the brandiſh'd 
blade would have freed the Lady from her in- 


| chanced durancez nor had you been leſs con 


c:rn:d in the reſcue, than the fair Recluſe ; for 
who, that blows (ſhort in expectation of his 
love, and in that. heat of impatience thould be 


q ſever'd from his hepes by a few cnyions bars , 


would not fcel himſelf like another ©, Las- 


| rence bro I'd cn a Gridiron ? Br ſee how cu- 


ſo mes 
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ones may vary wich the clime 1 As there are fl 


ſome Regions, who ſalute one another by pur. 
ting off their shooes inſtead cf their hats: ſo it 
ſeems where you have been, there is as diffe« 
rent a form of impriſonmenc; the Priſoner is 
at largeand without the grate wishing for ad-= 
mittance, ' aud $he, at whoſe ſuit his ſoul 1s ar» 
reſted cloſe clapt up 2nd abridged of liberty, 
Sure at this gate thoſe Chryſom-loyers called 
Platomicht bad gheir firſt training ; thoſe ſquealie 
gamſtcrs thar diet themſelves with the very.noe 
ticn of mingling ſouls without putting their 
bodies to further broksge, than kithng of 
hands, and :wiſtimg of eye-beams, For your 
part Sir , you are none of thoſe puling ſto- 
macks, you haye an appetite for a whole Cloi- 
fler, It is but erifling ſports for you to pull 
doun the Out-lier, unleſs you leap the pale, 
and ler (lip at the herd, 1 wonder what exors- 
ciſme the Abbeſs uſed to get quit of the Incas 
bus : for had $she not checked. your hovering 
temptations, 1 am confident by ' this time you 
had transformed the Coyent, aud turned the 
. Nannery intoa Serag/to, But in ſober ſadneſs 
why a Nun ? Sir, how come you our of thc 
ative torrant 1nro that ſolitary creek ! Princes 
ſeldome treat of Matches bur in forzeign\Poe 
minions ; 'your affeQions takes greater ſtay ,- as 
fixing upon one of another world ; had your 
paſſion been cencred on the beauty of her ſoul, 
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] had looked upon it as the at of yonr converfi- 
on ; ſuch a love might juſtly have beer. chri- 
> it | ſtened by the name cf Zeal, being' ſertled on x 
Fe. {| perſon, on whbmito be enamoured is m a ſort 
jeff to take Orders, | Rence it 1s, there want not 
1d. | ſome who ſuſpe our Religion, leaſt equivoca- 
ar-f| ting from the beauty of her perſon, ro that of 
ty, ber profefſion,you 11.ovld turn Monaſtick, O. 
led chers-, who are (better acquainted wirh -the' 
fie} warmth of your temper are rather! ſolicicous 
oe | for the Church in generall, for fear leaſt with 
eir fd Luther you ſhould marry a Naz ,' and ſo with 
of | him to meke her a Joynture in a new Religi. 
ur | en, Ifthis be your plot, conſider, 1 pray you , 
0. | how difficultit is to innovate further in this age 
i- | of Novelties, when the world is fo ſpent- in 
11 | new inventions, that for want of gain, eyen 
, | ruſt and rottenneſ; ere flouriſhed over with * 
r- | ſeeming verdure; not one of all theſe beldant 
ww | bertfizs, that- did pennance formerly -by 'the' 
o | doom bf the Ancients, but hath! caſt her skin 
u | fince 'theſe confuſions, and giveth her ſelf out' 
e | fora blooming yirgin, Buc, I think, / may 
s | ſpare this piece of; Counſel : I dare'be your 
c | compurgator for n-cddling with Religion, That 
which fired your ſpirits was' the: Ambition of 
the encerprize ; nor could you entertdin a more 
aſpiring frenzy, but by making to a glorified bes 
dy.. Tell me,'I pray you, how:many beads 
did you drop in wooing ? By what Liturgy did 
| | you 
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you frame your courtship > Laick applications 
are here ſcandalous, nor will it ayail to ſay you 
languish without: compaſſion : a ſenſuall many 
) able co vitiate- the veſtall :flame even by his 
martyrdome,  Ocher lovers in the j2llity of 
their trope ; uſe to cannoniz?2 their Miſtrefles,as 
being of opinion. that .the native rubrick of 
their checks. hath hallowed them ; will you run 
counter to their conſecration , and degrade a | 
Saint by Morall addrefſcs> If . you have no 
room jn your Kalendar for perſons upon 
earth , yet do, not prophane a probationer of 
heaven, as if the readieft+ way to reCtifie Su- 
peiltition were , with: our: Modern Reform» 
ers to bow, it into Atheiſme, Let. meadviſe you 
Sir, to xetrieve your ſelf back from this catnall 
ſacriledge .. Catch not at Heroſtratzs | iz: fame 
by ſerting fire on the Temple ;- and diſpure not 
a {hape'of gujlc with Lucifer, in caufing a ſe- 
cond fall of Angels : Nay never ſtart Sir, 
nor Jook about at the expreſſion ; for I :per- 
ſwade my fclf that thoſe Diyines, who allot to 
each of ys a,tutelar Angellfor our protection, 
would not xrejudice their opinion, ſhould they 
leave her to her own tuition, as hardly know- 
ng in ſech.a P-rſon how to diſtinguish bes 
eween the Charge and the Guardian, Str, I 
Was entreated by our noble friend, that what 
my -Phamtaſiz ſuggeſted -upon this ſut ject, - 
yould mould into number ; bur 1 mult beg 
| your 
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your pardon it being 2 Requeſt, with- which 


ro comply were to be your Fellow :criminal , 
and by a conformity of guilt , to pervert a 


yotary ; for even my Muſe is vowed and 


veild too 3 ſhe is ſer. apart for the ſervice of my 
Mifriſs, and what is'that but even true Religion? 
The tiuch is ſhe is fo chatily confined to that 
ſole employment, that ſhould I in verſe attempt 
to yeild you an account hew much I, honour, 
ycu , not.a whole grove of Laurell. would 
bribe her co a Diſtick ; whereas in crranſicory 
proſe where I maſter of all thoſe languages,which. 
E make no queſtion , but you have gain'd by 
your trayels , I ſhould hold them all to few to 
o1ye you ſufficient aſſurance, that Tam. 


Sir, 


| Your, meſt f airbfal, 


= LETTERS. 
S1R, FE RI 
'T Hough I have no. reaſon to: be guilty of 
much gcod meaning. to your Garriſon , 
yet I chought ir not unfic to tejl you, - char on 
Friday laft, one 83H by name, inno- other con- 
dition.chan my ſervant, entred your Ark , and 
with him of my monies 133. ©. 8, this preciſe 
ſum I was willing you ſhould' know, fuppoſing 
| your 
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your wiſdome might own the monies, though 
your honeſty could hardly allow the at, which 
if ſo, aud thar hereafter we ſhall find it no fin to 
violate your ſanftuary z ard upon the audi: find 
the receipt, 'we may happily count ira loan and 
not a lois, it being in hands reiponſible for 
oreater matters : and now Sir let me ſpeak to 
you as ajudge, not as 'an adyocate, g1ye the 
fellow his Foft reward, prefer him” or ſend him 
hicher, and we thall, if you dare nor eruſt him, 
let himbe trufſed ; If you dare, I hall wiſh you 


m>re, ſuch” ſervants, and for that only reaſon 


excuſe me for the preſent, that 1 dare not fay I 
am yours: wm W. E. 
The Anſwer, 

Ix;'y ; beloved is it ſo , fhat our brother and 

ccilow-labourer in the Goſpell is ſtart aſtde/ 
then this may ſet ve for an uſe of inſtruction, not 
totruſt in man, or in the Son of man, Did not 
Demas leave Paul > Dig not Oneſimus run from 
his Mafter Philemon? Alſo this ſhould teach us 
to imploy our tallents, and not lay them vp in 
' & napkin, Had it been dane among the Cavaliers 

iz had been juſt , bk the"Iſraclite had ſpoiled 
the Egyprian'; Bur for Simeon to plunder Levs ; 
char-that-! You ſee what uſe Sir, I mak: of your 
doQtrine you ſent to meg and indeed fince you' 
change tile ſofaras ro nibble at wit, you muſt 
pardon it-ro Quit ſcores z 1 pretend a title to 2 
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cifc in preaching. Sir , I expeRed to hear from 
ou in the phraſe of the loſt Groat, and the 
prodigall Son, and ſuch a tart of language; 
buc E perceive your communication 15notalwayes 
yea, yea, but now and then a little harlotcry 
Rhecorick + yqu ſay, that your man 15 en- 
tred our Ark , I am ſorry you are ſo ignorant in 
Scripture as to let him come ſingle z The cexc 
had been beter ſatisfied, if you had pleaſed .co 
bear him company , for then the beafts had 
entred by couples. Bur chough he came alone, 
yer well lined it ſeems, 133. 0. 8. ſure the Hue 
and Cry had good lungs, ic would have been 
out of breath elſe, before it had reached the 8. 
Thus is the ſum , bur why you call itthe preciſe 
ſum, fince it is falleg away, I underfland not : 
but how come you to reckon ſo puncually ? 
Did Ananias tell it upon the Table-Dormanc ? 
What year of the perſecution of the Saints 2: L 
wonder , you did not rather count it by .the 
ſhekels , .chat is the more ſanihed coyn. I take 
It you are/miſtaken in the SanGtuary you ſpeak 
of ; for that which your man hath taken is »1/- 
beck , 'one of our Chappels of eaſe, not the mo- 
ther Church, our Garriſon of Newark, Bur'che 
beſt is , they are both wichour the reach-of. yaur 
facriledge, Whereas youcount che loſfe but a 
loan, we'ſhall grant as 4 debt, bur bearing the 
ſame dare of payment,as that which you borrows 
cd on thepublick Paich- I ſuſpect your hand 
Q Was 
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was troubled with the Pateſy when yoo wrote 
of a Judge : your man however thall find me 
an adyocate ; ſo what fay you to an occaſional 
. meditation 2 Rcfi-& bur on your feif , how you 
haye uſed our common maſtery and I ce1bt not 
- but then you will pardon your man; he hath 
but tranſcribed and copied out the difloyalty 
of his maſter, as his fracernicy hath taught him; 
and to conclude w3:h your own, I wiſh yen 
More ſuch {eryants and mote ſuch ſums; to be 
derived to their proper channell, from whence 
X is imaginable that was purloyned, 

]- C: 


Sup, 

Ad not indulgent mercy provided fot 

{ J croubled Spirits ſacred Oracles, how trov. 
bled had you been to contrive ſomething wer- 
thy of laughter > How cafily had the expence 
of your wir been truffed up in 8n Egg-fhell ? | 
dare not trace in holy ground, i 15 not ſaye niv- 
ling therez you ſee what doctrine F make of your 
uſe, But yet ſo fat as yours is profane, give me 


leave to nibble at wit, though dare undertak: 
like a mighty Colofſe ( whoſe yery motion doth 
Elrave Land like terram findere ) to deyour in 
Gipeſted lumps of wit , as the Cyclops men at 4 
morſel, and then retail it out as a Jugſer doth In- 
Kle by the yard, all in Charadters,and by couple: 
entring the Ark upon-account, Yet allow me t( 
aidble, and I'leallow you the gift in preaching 


Pit 
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Pity it is the proviſton of ſo matiy ſavoury leſ- 
ſons, wholefome inſtructions, even ſo many 
pious collections , as might worthily have enti. 
tiled you t> the cohfortable ſubfiltcnce of a 
well gle'*d Y:caridg* ; befides: the adyancage 


fofa wit ; which would retire anncher wit, to 


tell howgreatſuch a divin* knowildge as might 


| enable y u to prophane every leaf of holy writ, 


unkno an ſanity , and a conſcicnce ſo tender 
I dare nor couch g Pity it is ſuch accompliſh'd 
eifrs and prodigi us Parts ſhould be miſeim- 
ploy*d in ſecular affairs ; ſuch as an holy Father 
might have bego: 235 many babes for the Mo= 
ther- Chucch of Newar}, as our party hath of 


late done Garriicn3, and converted as many 


| ſouls as Chancers Friers with the ſboulder-bone 
| of the loſt theep, But you ſay, you exp*Red: 


I thought you had had more than you expected, 
bur however you .expe&ted penicential language 
and tiumble tit, Thegroat I will no: meddle 
with, *cis holy coyn, an addreſs full of conf- 
plaints, Sir , we ( like your ſzlves) can ſpeaK 
big of our loſles,. and ycr with more ingenuity 
confeſs them; though I for modeſty will noc 
ask you,who ſtole from you of late a Fort-town, 
or who ranaway with the King ; but of that-- 


o 
for that preciſe-ſum yg I ſee you are willing to 


| 441arrell at preciſeneſs-, it was to tell you re- 


yenge would haye transformed it upon your 
yery—How you quarrel at your go2d-4 had you 
| O 2 miſtaken 
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miſtaken himfor a tax-gatherer, and eas'd him 
of his portage, before he arrived at our Chap..| 
pell of eaſe, I would not you ſhould have aba- | 


red hima fourth part of his forwardneſs, and 
put it upon the file of contribution for his Ma» 
Jeſties good Garriſon of Newark : I thould have 
liked the ſecurity well, and when your works 
had failed ro ſave you, expeted a return upon 
the publick faich, the meditation whereof put- 
etth me upon this adyice ; think not propha= 
nels can compact with mudd , to caſt up a 
trench of ſecurity 3 attempt not , though a 
Gyant , to reachy at ſtars, to throw that Pro+ 
Verb at you, 


Be wiſe on this /ide Heaven, 


- — — _ —— A 


The Anſwer, 
*T nc Philoſopher, that never laughed but once 


when he ſaw an Aſs mumbling of thiſtles, 
would have broke. his ſpleen.at the rej>ynder 
'of yours ; for who would not: take tnat for-an 
Embleme of this, obſerving how gingerly , .and 
with what caution you nibble at my Letters, 
Jeſt it {hould; prick .your chaps? But ſomething 
-muft needs be reply'd : Repetitions are uſual 
"with the Saints at Grantham. Ticok upon your 
letter as/a  fpittle=Sermon , where 1 perceive 
7.4 | your 
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your ambicion , how you would prove your 


I{elf a clean beaſt ,; becauſe you know how to 
Ichew the cud; For the firſt ſentence , where 


you ſpeak of tronbled ſpirits, and ſacred O- 

racles, you talk, as if you were in Doll Commons 

excalie,z certainly your ſpirit 1s troubled, elfe 
your expreſſions had- not run ſo muddy : for 

neyer was Oracle more ambiguous , if poſlible: 
to be reconciled to {:nce, The -wit which you 

ſay may be-truſſed up in an Ezex(hell, I fear 
your Oval crown hath ſcarce capacicy to con- 

tain ; your diſclame being a Coloſs content ; 
I have as diminutive thoughts of. you , as you 
pleaſe, TI cake you for a Jack of Lent, and my. 
pen thall make” of you accordingly , three 
throws for a penny.  Buc you cannot Cleavee 
Land, like terram findere, O what a cheargable 
commodity is witat Grantham, where the poor 
writer plays the pimp, and jumbles ewo Lan+ 
otages together in unlawfull ſheets for the pro+ 
duction of a qubole 2 But I applaud your Cun. 
ning, the more unknown the town 1s you jelt 
in , your wit will he the better; and why can. 
not you Cleave the Land ; Tread but hard, and 
your cloven foot will leave its - impreſſion. 3 you 
talk of the Gyclops and Jnglerss indeed hard 
words are the Juglers diale& » but take heed , 
the time may come, when. unleſs you play 


.preſto be goxe, your run-away-King may caule you 


Jaglers-wiſe to iſgorge your fate -, and yomjr 
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a rope inft:ad of ink-, Bur to eccho your 
compathz»n,and return you an Iaventory of your 
o00d party, 13 It Not Pi:y the pure extract of 
ſantified Emanuel, partyled there in 1 Pipkin 
of Predeſtinition, and finc2 w-ll read in the 
fick mans ſalye, and crumos of comior: , and 
liverally fed with a'l che minced meecin Diy:n ty; 
IS tt not pity ſuch a pious gogl- at the Eye, 
ſuch a melodions twang 2t the Nofe , ſuca a 
ſplay mouth drawn dry » 2s jr were ediſying 
the ear in privace , beſides the Chey:2all 
lungs which will ſtretch forth fo far as ſeven. 
eeenchly ; * Is :t nor pity theſe gallant ingredients 
of modern d:votion , which mighc jaltly 
hy? qualified you for a tub. L: ure , and in 
tim? haye inlarged our Dioccſs , 2s that of 
Hi lbery , as choſe incf1ble parts, "that paſs all 
unde:Alanding , thould chus be ſequeſtred from 
rhe primitive "uſe , and of a godly Lance-pres 
fade in the Church-mititin', be converted co 
2 brother of ch2 blad-: $ Such a walk ng Dirce 
Qory, ſuch a z:alous RoTey as this, mighe have 
ſay:d more ſouls , thin ever Sampſon flew , 
and with the ſame Engine, the Jaw-2ene of an 
AT: ; your pen is Coy , and you way: rh* 
holy groun*'z 1nd the holy Coyn aith a ſquemuh 
precerition : I am glad to hear you acknows 
ledge there is an holy grcund, for then 1 hope 
Bt han / barn is not as 200d a Congregation ) 
25 Saint Pals ; for tie holy ccin you 
. mult 
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muſt pardon me, iF I ſyſp2& rhe Chaſticy of your 

fingers, 1 am ſurethoſe of your party have been 

troubled "wich 4 fellons 3 Witneſs the Church 

revonues; and ſeveral ſacriledges,that cannot be 

paired off wich your nails; Bug chere is another 

reaſon why I abſtain from the ignominy of the 

Saints. You were in hopes to retrieve your money; 

but verily, verily, never ſprings the pagridge.You 

would have your man taken for a tax-gatherer 2 

Lord, how the ſtile alters 1 che man when he was 
wichyo!y was one of the SctibesandPaariſces,and 
here he muſt paſsFfor a Publican and (inner, Sir , 
we caſt up no trench of {ecurity , though we 
might have dirc enough in, -your languageto do 
i: 3 and yer we hope to be ſayed by our works, 
for all the Rtrengch of your faich, whereby you 
hold your-ſelyes able ro remove mountains ; for 
your adyice not te thraw Rars at your head, I 
emorace it s for wha: need I as long as there is 
gooſe-(hov to be had formoney ; my wit ſhall be 
on wiat fide heaven you pleaſe, provided it be 
always. anrartick to yours ? for the appellation 
of Giant, Þ accepc it ; onely Tam ſorry that TI am 
not he with the hundred hands, that I mighsſo 
often ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


Sr, 
Tour ſervant, 


Jo, C); 
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OF 
oi Di!RNALMAKE R, 


Diurnal-maker is the Sub-almoner of 
Hiſtory, Queen abs Regiſter; os whom 

by che ſame figure , that a North- Country 
Pedler is a Merchanc-man You may (tile an 
Author, it is the like over=reach of language, 
where evcry thin tinder-cloaked Quack | as 
Do@or , when a Clumſey Cobler .uſurps. the 
attribute of our Engliſh pecrs, and 4s. yamped 
2 Tranſlator ; lift him a Writer and you (mother 
Geoffery in ſwather- ſlops; the very :name of 
Dabler over ſets him, he is ſwallowed: up in 
rhe praiſe like Sir Samnel Lokein a greathadle, 
nothing .to be ſcen but the giddy Feather in 
his Crown. They call hima CAMerearyibut he 
becoincs the Epithete, Itk2 the little. Negra 
mounted on the Elephant, jult ſvch.anather 
blots rampant, He has not ſtuftings ſufficient for 
the reproach of a Scribler, bur ic hangs about 
nim like an old wives skin , when the fleſh hath 
forſaken her, lankand looſe, He defames a good 
Titles well as moſt of our modern Noblc.men, 
choſe 
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| thoſe Weins of greatneſs, the body politicks 
moſt peccant humours , bliſtred into Lords. 
He hath ſo rawboned a Being, that however 
you render him, he rubs it our, and makes 
ragos of the.expreſſion, The filly Countreye 
man ( who ſeeing an Ape in a ſcarlet coat, 
bleſt his-'young worſhip , and gave-his Land» 
lord joy of the hopes of his houſe ) did. not 
ſlander his' Complement with worſe: applicati. 
on , than he that names this ſhred an Hiſtoriane 
To call him an Hiſtorian: is to Knight a Man» 
drake, itisto view him through a perſpectrve, 
and by that groſs Hyperbole to give the reputa« 
tion. of an Engineer to a maker of Moulr- 
trap*; -Such an Hiſtorian would hardly: paflg 
muſter "with a Sco:ch Stationer in 4 fieyeafull 
of ballads and Godly Beuks. He would not ſerye 
for the breſt-plate of 2 begging Grecian, The 
molt crampt Compendium that the agt haih ſeen 
fince all learning wzs torn into ends , -out-ltrips 
him by the head + LI have heard of Puppets 
that could /practle .in a play, but never-ſaw of 
their writings before, -' There goes a + report) of 
the Ha//aud women y that together with their 
children they are delivered of a -Sooterkin 
not unliketo a Rat, which. ſome imagin 0 be 
the Off-fpring of the Stoyes : I know + not 
what- zgnis fatuws advlerates the preſs , bur jt 
ſeems mu: b after that faſhion, elſe how could 
this yermin think to be a Twin ta a _legnimare 
Wilter, 
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Writer, when thoſe weekly fragments ſhall 
paſſe for HiRory ? Let the poor mans box be 
Inticuled the .Exchequer, and the Almg-basker 
4 Magazine, Not a worm that knaws on the 
dull ſcalp. of volum'nous Helinſhed, bur at &» 
very meal deyoured more Chronicle, than his 
tribe amounts to, A marginal note of 191i//:amp 
Prune wauld ſerve for a winding»(heet for that 
mans works, like thick-skinned fcuits arc all 
zinde, fic for nothing, but che authors fate, to 
be pared in a Pillocy, 

The Cook, who ſerved 1þ the Dwarf in 4 
Pye (to continue the frolique ) might hay: 
kpped up ſuch a Hiſtorian as this in the'bill of 
fare, He is the firſt rinture and rudiment of 
a Writer , dipped as yer in the preparative 
blew , like'an Almanack well willer, He is che 
Cadet of a Pamphleteer ; the Pedes of a Ro- 
mander: Hz i5the Embri of an Hiftory, {linked 
before | maturity ; How (hould he record the 
ifſues of time, who himſelf. is an abortive} [ 
will not ſay, but he may-'paſlz for an Hiſtorian 
in Gerbiers Academy,he is much of afize of thoſe 
knot-grafſe profeſſors ;j- What a pitifull 
Seminary was there proj:Red , yer {licable 
enough to the preſent Univerſtties, thoſe dry 
Nurſes, which the providence of the age has 
ſo fully reformed , that they are turned Refor- 
madoes 1 Bur char is no matter , the meaner che 
Fetter ; Ic is a maxim obſerycable in theſe 
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| days; that the onely way to win the game, is 


to play petty Johns, Of this namber is che 
Eſquire of the Quill ;- for he kath che grudging 
of Hiſtory, and ſome yawnings accordingly, 
Writing is a diſeaſe in him , and holds likea 
qtotidian 3 ſo it is his infirmity chat makes him 
2n Author : as Maho net was beholding tothe 
falling ſickneſs to vouch him a Prophet, Thag 
nice Arcificer , who filed a chain fo thin and 
light; that a flea could crail it ( 3s if he had 
worked ſhort hand, an1 taug' t his tool:s ro 
cypher ) did but contrive an embleme for this 
skipjack, and his ſlight produCt ions, 


Me thinks the Turk ſhou'd licence Diurnalls, 
becauſe he prohibirs learning and books, A 
Library of Diurnals is a wardrope of ftipery , 
Ic is 2 juſt idea of the Limbo of Infants, I ſaw 
one once , that could write with his toesy by the 
ſaine token I could have withed he had worn his. 
copies for ſocks z it is he without doubt, from 
whom the Diurna!s derive cheir pedegree , and 
they haye a birch-righe according'y , being 
{EuMed out at the becs feer of Hiſtory, To 
what jn Tnice numbers an Hiſtorian would mul- 
tiply, ſhould he crumble into elves of this pra- 
fellion ? Legioned Pymme, whoſe fl:h bred ſuch 
a world of Executors, as bctjag mude of the roe 
of a Herring, of nothing elſe but compaed 
pits, did not disand his body in mote yatiety, 
To 
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To: ſupply this ſmalneſs they are fain to joyn 
forces, ſo -they are not/fingle, but as the cus 
Roine is  Ina'Croaking commit ree ; They tug 
at the Pen; li ke ſlaves at the Oare, a whole bank 
fogether , they wiit in the Poſture, that: ithe 
Sweeds give fire in, over-one anothers heads, It. 
js. ſaid there is more of them 00 to a' ſuit of 
Cloaths -thaty to'Britaziors 3 in this Polygamy 
the Cloaths breed, and cannot derermine, whoſe 
ſte Ivlawfully begotten: : 
Q7 | ; 
An here,” : chink , it: werenot amiſle to take 
2 = pre : hdw he isaccoutred, and ſo do b 
him, as he in his S1quis for che mil. eyed Mare, 
6r: the C3 rop "fleaibirren; give you-rhe marks of 
the beaſt. ”- 1'begin wich hishead » Whichis ever 
an the'Clouts,' as if the nighr=cap (hould make 
efdavyit,, "that the brain was pregnant, To 
what purpoſe doth the Pis Water lie in ſo duly, 
in her whi:e f6rmalities ! ſure (he hath hard 6 
bour s for"the brows have (quezz:d for it, as 
yot may perceive by his' buttered boncgrace , 
[char film ofa demicaſter, ir is ſo thin and. un- 
'Rtiors; that'the ſun-berrts miſtake it for a va= 
poir, and are like to cape him'z ſo it 14 right 
-Helrotrope, it creaks in the (ſhine, and flips in 
'rhe shade, what ever jrbe', T with it 'were able 
"to co] in his ears + there is no proportion be- 
EWIX! har head .and appurtenances #: thofe of 
All L155 are no more fir for that ſinall Noddle 
of 
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of the circumciſion , than brafle boſſes for a.Ge= 
zeva;Bible. In what a puzzling neutrality is that 
poor ſoul that moves berwixt two ſich ponde= 
rous byafles ? His collar is wedged with a piece 
of peeping linnen, by which he means a bond; 
1c is the forlorn of his $shirt crawling out of © his 
neck , indeed it iS time that his s$hirt'were joge 
ging, for it hath ſerved him an Apprencithip , 
and(as Apprentices uſeJit hach learned his crade 
too, to Which effeCt it is marching to the Paper 
Mill, and the next week ſets up for itſelf in the 
Shape of a Pampler. His Gloves, are the Shavings 
of his hands, for he caſts his skin like a.cancelled 
parchment , though ir repreſents the broken 
feals. His boots are the Legacies of ewo black 
Jacks, and cill he pawned the filver chat the 
Jacks were tipped with, it was a pretty mode 
of boot=hoſe tops, For the reft of his hadit he 
is a perfect Seaman a kind of Interpawlin, he 
being hanged about with his courſe compoſition 
theſe Poledavies papers, & 

But I muſt draw toan end,for eyery Charaer 
is an Anatomy-LeEure, and ic fares with me 
in this of the Dexrnal-makter , as with him that 
reads on a begged Malefactor ; my ſubjeR ſmells 
before I have gone half thorow him : for a 
parting blow then , the word H1fter:ax imports 
a ſage and ſolemne Author, one that curles his 
brow with a ſullerygravity ,- like a Bull necked 
Presbyter, fince the army hath got off his j1- 
riſdigtion 
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riſdition 3 who Presvyrer like {weeps his breaſt 
wi:h a reverend beard ; fall of native moſle< 
troopers, Not ſuch a ſquirting ſcrive as this 
that is troubled with the Ric k:ts, and m.kes 
penny worths of H.ftory, The Coltdge-Ticas 
tury , that n:zver had tn bank above a Harry 
groat, shut 1p there in a melancholy folicude , 
like one tha: 1s kep: to keeo poſſehſion , had as 
good eyidci:ce to Shrew ic [11s citle, as he for 
an Eiſtoriane ſoif he needs will be an Hiſtos . 
rian,he is not Cited in the Sterling acecption, but 
after the rate of blew c:p3 reck>ning an Hiſt-- 
rian Scot, Now a Sco:chmans tongi1e runs high 
Fullames, there 15 a cheat in his Idcom ; for the 
ſence ebbes f:om the bold expreſſion, like the 
Citizens Gallon, which the Drawer inte: prets but 
balf a pint. In ſunme, a Dizrnal=maker is the 
antiera:k of an Hiſtorian, he differs from him 
as a Drill from a man ( or if you had rather 
have it in the Saints gibberiſh ) asa Minter doth 
from a Holder forth, 
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CLEAVELANDS 
PETITION 
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Oliver Cromwell, 
Late PROTECIOSN 


Hay it pleaſe your Highneſs, 


ers within the Circle of their Govern 
Ro havea claim to that which is ſaid 

of the Deity , T hey have their Fenter e« 
very where, and therr Circunference no where, 
Et is in this confidence, that I addreſs to your 
Highneſs, as knowing no place in the Nation is 
fo remote ,, as not to ſhare in the ubiquity of 
your care; no Priſon ſo cloſe, as to ſhut me up 
frem partaking of your influence, My Lord, 
it 1s my misfortune, that after teri@ears of re= 
tirement from being ergaged in che difference 
of the State , having wound my ſe'f up in a pri- 
vate.receſs , and my eomportment to the pube 
lick , tejng ſo inofferfive, that in allthis time, 


neither-feats nor jealouſies haye ſcrupled at my 
AQtions 


© 20 
Adions.: _Bcing aboutthree months ſince ar 
Norwich, 1 was fetched with a Guard befote 
the Commitltoners, and ſent Priſoner to Yar. 
mouth; arid if it be not a new offence*to make 
inquizy'wherel offended (for hitherto rriy faults 
are k2pt as cloſe as my pericn, )I am induced to 
belicve , that next co the adheerence tothe Roy- 
al party, thecauſeof my confinement is the nar- 
rownelſs of my cſtate ; for none fland committed 
whoſe eſtate can bale them; 1 onely am the Pri- 
ſoner, who. have noe. Acres to be-my hoſtage. 
Nowif my poverty becriminal ( with Reverence 
be ic ſpoken, ) I muſt implead your Highneſs , 
whoſe viEtorious Arms haye reduced me to it, 
asacceſſary tomy guile, Letir ſuffice my Lord, 
that'the calamity of the War hath made us poor; 
do not puniſh us for it! who ever did penance 
for berng raviſhed > Isit not enough that we are 
ript'ſo bare , but it muſt be made in order to a 
ſevere lash ? muſt our skars be engraven with 
new wounds 2 muſt we firſt be made Criples , 
then beaten with our own Crutches ? Poverty } 
if itbe a fault it is its own punishment; who ſuf- 
fers for it more, pays Uſe upon uſe, I beſeech 
-your #17 h#fs pur ſome bounds to our overthrow, 
and do not purſue the chaſe to the other world : 
"Can your thunder be levelied fo low as our gro= 
-yelling Condicions 2 Can that towering $ irr;, 
that hath- quarried upon Kingdomes',' make 2 
Hoop azus, who are the rubbisa of thoſe ruins ? 
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Methioks ! I hear your former Acchieyements 
Intercecding with you not to ſully your glori:s 
wich crampling on the proſttatez nor clog the 
wheels of your Carriot, with ſo degeherou$s4tri- 
umph. The moſt rehowned Heroes have ever 
with ſuch tendernefs cheriſhed their Captives , 
that their Swords did bur cut out work for their 
courtefie: Thoſe that fell by their proweſs ſprung 
up by theit fayours , as if they had ftrock them 
down, ofiely to make them rebound the Higher. 
I hope your Highheſs, as you are the Rival of 
their fame ; will be no leſs of their vertues; the - 
nobleft Trophy; that you can ereCt to your Hes 
Nour is to taife the aflied, And fince you 
haye ſubdued all oppoſition, It ridw femaing 
that you attach yotir ſelf, and with aRtsof mild< 
Hets var quiſh yout viRtory, Ir is not long ſince 
My Lord, that you knock:d of the (hakles from 
rhoſt of our party , and by a $rafid releaſe did 
fpread your clemency as fatge as your territo- 
ries, Let not new proſcriptions thcterrupe our 
Jabilee, Ler not that your lenity be ſlandered 
as the Ambuth of your further rigour, For the 
ſervice of his Majeſty ( if it be objeRed ) Iam 
ſo far from «cxculing ic , rhat Iam ready to al- 
ledge it in my.vindication # I cannot conceive 
fidelity to my P:ince ſhould taint me in your 
pinion ; I shofld rather expeR ic ſhould recom- 
mend me to your fayour 5 had not we been 
faicbful coour King, we could nor haye given 
ou? 
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our ſelyes to be ſo toyour Highneſs ;yott had then 
truſted us gratzs, whereas now we haye our for= 
m?r Loyalty ro vouch us, You ſee, my Lord , 
how much preſume upon the greatneſs of your 
Spirit , that dare prevent my IndiQtment with 
ſo tranke a Confcfhon, eſpecially in this, which 
Inay ſo j:ftly deny thatit is almoſt arrogancy 
in meto own it; for the truth is, I was nor Qua- 
lified enough co ſerve him; all char I could do, 
was to bear a part in his ſufferings, and give my 
{17 up to be cheriſhed with his fall; chus my 
charge 15 d.,ubl- (ny obedience to my Soveraign, 
and whatis the reivlt of chat, my want ofa for= 
rune ; ) Now what eyer re['ctions I haveon the 
former; 1 am a true percent for che latter z My 
Lord you {ce my crimes ! As to my defence you 
bear 1t avout you !7:I$hal. plead noihing in my 
zuſtificacion, bur your Highneſs Clemency,which 
- aS1t 1s the cor ſtant Inmate of a valiant breaſt 
( if you graciorly pleaſe roextend it to your Sup= 
plicant in taking me out of this withering du« 
1a':ce) your H:ghneſs will find that mercy will e= 
ſtavlith you more than power z though all the 
dayes of your life were as pregnant with victo- 
Tt'S, aSyour twice aulpicious third of Sepreme 
tr 


Tour Highneſs bumble, and 
ſubmiſſive Petitioner, 


J. C. 
Cleayce 
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LETTER 


To Th: E ul of 
WEeSTMORLAN D; 
As 
9 Lord, 


J= were high preſumption in me not to 
be proud of this occafhon 3 and I $houtd 
be no lels then a rebel to elogquente', jf rhe 
lines you ſcent me had not ratſzd me above 
my ordinary Level : $2 that to expreſs my 
gratitude T muft renounce my humilicy , and 
purchaſe one virtue at the price of another, 
And well may my modeſty fuffer in the 
ſervice , when my reaſon tt (elf 1s ove'- 
whelm'd with the favor : To tce a pen 
of your Lord thips eminlenc poſſelt of nobi - 
tiry by a double Tenure / borh of bi:t and 
train, ſo to bend his greatneſs , as to {{oop} 


P 2 "9 


224 - 
to ine, (who live in the yale both of parts 
and fortune) is ſo high an hcnour, that who 
juſtly cor fiders it , if he be hot ſinpidly 
ſeaſleſs, will be fſenfleſs with extafie, 1 
ror my part am loſt in amazements ; and 
it is ry intereſt to be ſo : for not knowing 
othetwite , how to give your preſent a fic 
reception, it is the beſt of my play to te 
beſides my ſelf in the aRion, You ſee ( my 
Lord ) how I empty my ſelf of my native 
faculty, to be ready for thoſe of your en- 
ſpirings , as the prophets of old in a ſacred 
fury ran out of their wits to make room 
for the Deity, I shall not need hereafter 
to digeſt my conceptions, I shall ſpeak by 
inflint : for when you defigned to vi- 
fit me with your lofty Numbers, what was 
it elſe Fut to make me the Prieſt of your 
Loredships Oracle ? ſuch is the firength and 
ipirits of your fancy , that me thought your 
Pocms ( lik? the richeſt wine ) ſent forth 2 
fleam at the opening, What flawed from 
your brain, fumed inte mine 2 Ic was almoſt 
17poſfil le to read your lines, and be ſober. 
You, ycu, ( My Lord ) are the favourite of 
the Muſes , your ftrain is ſo happy , and 
Fath the reputation for ſo ma:chleis, os if 
you had a duuble key ro rhe Temple of hee 
nour # to Jet in your fclf and exclude com- 
petirouis, It is you ( My Lord) have cut 
Lok 
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the clonds , and reacht perfeQtion ; who ha- 
ving mounted the clifte , lends an hand to me, 
who am labouring in the cragey aſcent ; ſo 
towering are the praiſes you pleaſe ro beſtow 
on m2 » and my deſerts ſo groveling, that to 
ſhew you my head is unworthy your hight, 
it 1s not able to bear ſtem, 1c growes giddy 
with the precipice : it pains me to be on the 
laſt of an Hyperbole ; you do? bur crucific 
my tender merits to diſtend it thus at length 
and breadth. Conſider, I pray you , that 
the leaneſt endowments would be plump and 
Full thus blown up with a quil : and that 
there are ſome {o dwarfiſh , whom the rack» 
will no: ſtretch to a proper min, Ir: is an' 
excclient breatting for a uiſſant wit, ro 0- 
verbear the world in defence of a paradox : 
and a good Advocate will weather out a 
cauſe, when there is neither eruch nor tackle 
ro alliſt his invention, I p:riwide my felf 
you had never undertaken to have writ my 
Panegyrick, but that you ſaw ic was to com- 
bace with che tide, and to pur your abilicies 
to the utmoſt teſt in ſo unlik:ly a ſubjzR, 
Little do you think what tore of o>poſers 
your epinion will breed you, for though yau 
be ſo pewerfull in the au of perſwaſion, thac 
ſhould you turn Apoſtate , ther: would need 
no more bur to towl the bell for R:ligion? 
P 3 yec 


. s r 


725 
Yet th's is an Herefie where you Rand alone, 


and lik? $:294 in the kreach, wica your fin-. 


ole valour ducl an Arn 
Nows My Lord, tt ſ be not miſtaken, I 
have tound the motive thac induced you to @b- 
Iige me; you are ted by your Order to give 
protection co the weak and ſuccorleſs : ſo [ 
mutt cnang2 mine addrefles and thank your 
32d Ribvand for my comrmendations, Such 
2nd to 0+ g are the flowers of Rhetorick you 
have heap'd upon m2 , that I run the hazard 
of that : Oliny <> Vier , who was ſtifled 
with Polics catt upon bim in approvation of 
his worth ; which ſragrant fate, If I ſhould 
ſuſtain , waar 1s there more to make me ena» 
moured of Deat? , gut that the ſame flowers 
ſhoy!d ttrew my Corps in a Funeral Oratie 
on, Could you think ( My Lord ) thac the 
lunporefling your pam was able to conccal 
yor, when it is calle to wind you by your 
piiraſc f [ne ſweerneſs of the langnave «iſe 
Covered cne Aithor s hike thac Komnn Senae 
tour, who hiding himlclt in time of profcri- 
piion, h's 52ifuncs betratd him. But 1 Shall 
noe  arrcf your loidship fo far with a {urther 
interrtinc.on, My Lord, you have enabled me 
wich yer ur teltinony and I snall &ep your 
pzper as the Patent of mine Honour, Yer 
giyc me leave to tell you; that a;mcn2 all this 
Epichet 
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epithets you pile ſo arrificially ro build me 
a fame, there 1s one wanting to accomplish 
my ambition , and which I heſeecch your 
Lordſhip 7 may enjoy for the future ; that 
15 , to be eltcemed, 


STK, 
Yor Hanours, &c: 


John Cleayeland, 
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A $ gh, 


Þ£y thou pretty :C ye part 

To the Mrſtres of my heart 2 
Shew her how the tedious nigehr 
SaJly waſts without delight, 
How my waking ſoul divides 
The filent day ewixt ebvs and tides 


O: hope and fear ; How Lowe in me 
Knows no meaſure or degree 

Tell her all my fejzgned dreams 

Of her inj ment, which in olcam$ 
Of wished bliis I icem roſee, 

But waking proy'd a fallacy 2 


Contriv* by death to Kill a Swain) 
More than half ready (lam 

Tell her all my ſecret fears, 

Whaz 2 lengch's in leven years 2 
And chat my grief well underſtood, 
I; worſe by far than Widow-hood ? 


How to ſee and not pertake 
Þ> bu: dying for her ſake, 
tell her more than [ dare ſay, 
K can think as well as they 
T hhac feel the f:cedome of that heat 
W 1ich 1 1n cont mplaton bcat. 
Andq 
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And let her know love more delights 

In ation than in appctices, 

Tell her burial and a wife 
Untouched,are both things without life; 
And chat to many heats and cold 

Will make the beſt complexion old, 


And when poor beamy's paſt its prime 
The reſt is but a ſleeping time, 

Tell her all choſe heights and graces, 
Which are built in female faces, 

Like the Qrbs wichour their motions 
Are but glorious piticd notions, 


And in short without deceit 
Love cannot for ever waits 

Pray her, pray her quickly yield, 
Venw joy's to loſe the field, 
And in tetter'd twines to lie, 


Working through love's Myſteries 


Wherein thouſand winding wayes; 
She can twiſt the loyers maze. 
Where with pleaſing Icſs and pain 
Lrdiesclip and i? again, 

Mixing fleſh with flames half gone, 
Joyes fult felt, then thought upon. 


Tell her if the this deny, 
Cove only fed with air mult dy, 
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Ask hee whether eroans and charm: 
Mid-night walks and folded arms 

Bz all she meanc when firſt she flew 
Me filly heart at ſccond view 


And if a life be ſpent in woing 

Where's the time rcſ{cry*d for doine ? 
Now little figh, if She ac laſt 

Chide and heck thee with a caſt 

O. angric looks 1:ke one that comes 

To kindle love in (ullen Tombes ? 


R-*-urn ro me my pretty dear 
Aud I will hide thee in a tear, 
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